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		CHAPTER ONE

		

		Elaine Clark flicked a cigarette over the edge of her balcony. She was wearing blue running shorts and a white tank top, her hair still wet from the shower. The radio DJ was playing Fleetwood Mac. Elaine took another drag from her cigarette, dreading the fact she still had to get her laundry from the basement.

		

		Elaine couldn’t avoid the sound of her ticking clock on the wall, so she put out her cigarette and got up to head downstairs. From the stairwell of her apartment building, she could see the flatness of Kansas. It was incredible how she could see miles into the distance.

		

		Elaine entered the laundry room and dreaded who she saw. William Martin. He lived down the hall from her. They had hooked up a few times. William was strange and seeing him was always a chore.

		

		“William,” said Elaine. She turned her head to act like she didn’t care he was in her presence. As though he was just another stranger; one who hadn’t been inside her. Elaine preferred men of color, but there was something to say for the convenience William had provided.

		

		“Elaine,” he said, but something was off about his voice. Elaine had her back to William, taking her clothes from the dryer. “I’m sorry for—”

		

		“William, please! We don’t have to rehash our history every time we bump into each other,” Elaine said, turning to William so he could see the seriousness in her eyes, but that was when she saw them. A pair of red lace panties with a tiny bow. Elaine wondered what woman William had fucked. What woman he had bore with his terrible stories about fixing cars.

		

		As hot as William’s body was, Elaine didn’t give two fucks about cars. She didn’t care what engines they had or how many horsepower they possessed. William talked about gears with more passion than her womanly figure. What was Elaine supposed to do with that?

		

		William noticed Elaine staring at the panties, his face turning as red as the fabric. He buried them in the basket under a pile of wet clothes.

		

		“What’s wrong? You don’t have to be embarrassed about sleeping with other women. I hope you don’t think I’m sitting in my apartment thinking about you and feeling lonely,” said Elaine.

		

		William frowned, but Elaine couldn’t read his face. He shifted his attention and tossed his clothes in the dryer. Elaine had planned on folding her clothes upstairs, but watching William’s panic was delightful. Elaine had never seen a man’s neck turn that shade of red.

		

		“William, why are you embarrassed? What’s the lucky girl’s name?”

		

		He grunted as he started the dryer. Elaine stepped behind him, pressing her chest against his back. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and Elaine knew how much William had loved touching her breasts the few times they played together.

		

		“Leave me alone, Elaine. You made it clear how you feel. I don’t need you humiliating me again,” he said.

		

		Elaine wasn’t like most other women. She felt she had been born too early. 1975 wasn’t her time to blossom, but she did what she could. She only hoped women weren’t judged for their promiscuity in the future like people judged her now.

		

		As much as William loved her hand traveling down his front side and gripping his penis, he too was judging Elaine for her bold actions. William moved his shoulder, causing Elaine to step away from him. She grabbed her laundry, deciding she would fold it upstairs.

		

		“I’ll see you soon,” she said.

		

		William didn’t turn to watch Elaine leave. He was too nervous she would spread his secret around the apartment complex. William couldn’t help that he loved the feel of lace hugging his member, but he never wanted anyone to discover his truth.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER TWO

		

		The flower between Elaine Clark’s thighs hadn’t stopped her from climbing the corporate ladder at KC Gifts & Chocolate. She started at the company as a cashier in high school, worked as a manager in their store through college, and moved to the corporate building after earning her bachelor’s degree. She ran the human relations department and oversaw the company’s expansion across the country.

		

		Elaine rolled a cigarette butt between her thumb and pointer finger, flicking it to the grass as she pulled into the parking lot of the corporate building. It was on the Missouri side of Kansas City in a modest one-story building. Size could be a deceiving indicator of performance.

		

		Throwing her bag over her shoulder, Elaine stepped inside. Familiar faces greeted her as she walked to her desk. Elaine loved the people she worked with, as they were better to her than her own parents at times. Elaine preferred to only visit her parents on holidays. They didn’t approve of her independent lifestyle. They wanted her barefoot and in some man’s kitchen, which wasn’t what Elaine had in mind for her life.

		

		Elaine conducted a few interviews for their retail stores around the city. She trained new managers before lunch. She was gathering her yogurt and turkey sandwich from the fridge when her boss Dominic stepped in and called her to his office. They often ate lunch together to discuss business.

		

		“How was training?”

		

		“There are some promising candidates,” Elaine said as she spooned yogurt into her mouth. Dominic finished typing something, pulling the page from his typewriter and setting it on a pile of papers.

		

		“I need you to go to Los Angeles. We have potential investors that want to open stores on the West Coast. We’ve been getting phone calls from all over, but they sound serious. They offered to fly you out, spoil you with Californian cuisine, and pay you a bonus just to explain our operations and profits.”

		

		“Pay me or the company?” she asked, running her finger along the edge of her sandwich.

		

		“Well, the company, but you know I’ll give the money to you,” he said, winking.

		

		Elaine shook her head, knowing he just fed her bonuses as hush money for the gay affairs he had behind his wife’s back. She had gone to an underground gay bar in the city with her friends and caught him in the parking lot kissing another man. She had no physical proof of Dominic’s transgressions, but her friends had seen him too.

		

		“Is that all, Dominic?”

		

		“Yes, Elaine,” he said.

		

		“How’s Ben?”

		

		Dominic scowled, shushing Elaine. “Don’t say that man’s name here. We talked about that. You’re dismissed.”

		

		Elaine opened her mouth, but Dominic shooed her out of his office. He loaded a piece of paper into his typewriter, acting as though Elaine had already left. She gathered her half-eaten lunch and went to her desk to finish it.

		

		As the day went on, Elaine thought about how she saw William last night. How he washed a pair of red lace panties. Elaine wondered what woman had worn those panties. Had William’s hands shaken like an earthquake when he removed them from her body? William was a tornado of nerves each time they fooled around, but Elaine found herself missing him as she spun her Rolodex in circles.

		

		Dominic’s secretary stepped in toward the end of Elaine’s workday, confirming she had bought a plane ticket for Elaine’s trip to Los Angeles. Elaine thanked her, gathered her paperwork, and left early for the day. She loaded an 8-track tape before lighting a cigarette and hitting the road.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER THREE

		

		Women’s lingerie was scattered across William’s bed as he sat with his legs crossed, staring at the hill of fabric.

		

		William had always known he was different but didn’t think he was gay. Throughout William’s life, he had loved two things: cars and the female form. He loved women. Posters of half-naked women hung in his closet, but what did it matter if he couldn’t keep a real woman for more than a few dates? They always ended up leaving, no matter how much he suppressed his true desires.

		

		When Elaine saw William’s panties, his will to live plummeted. Elaine with her choppy, gorgeous hair. Her carefree attitude. The way she walked into a room and people paid attention. William could never hold his shoulders as high as she did. Elaine thought the panties belonged to another woman, but what would she say if he told her they were his?

		

		William had never shared his secret with a woman. How could he explain he thought their lace lingerie looked as good on him as it did on them? How could he explain that he wanted to walk in their shoes, even if it was just for a day? William had once driven to St. Louis just to try on heels but chickened out before entering the store.

		

		Where could William find a place that would accept him? Where could he find a woman who wouldn’t judge him for helping her shop? He longed to wear slips and stockings to bed, cuddled up under a comforter with the woman of his dreams lying by his side. They would listen to records. Elaine could easily have been the woman of his dreams. William wanted to bow at her feet. He would cook for her. Clean. Do whatever she told him.

		

		William screamed, pushing the panties from his bed. He paced his bedroom, wondering why he couldn’t just be a regular guy. Why did he have to crave the tightness of a thong hugging his balls? Why did he crave the feeling of thin spaghetti straps on his shoulders?

		

		William picked up the red panties Elaine had seen. He ripped them in half, regretting it the moment they hit the floor. They were his favorite pair. They fit in a way that made his ass look like a model’s. William picked up the two pieces of fabric, anguished over his lack of self control. William unbuttoned his pants, removing his bottoms. He slid on a baby-blue thong. He wore jeans over it. His dick was hard as the silky thong hugged his member.

		

		Grabbing his keys, William slammed the front door as he left. He went to his car. William started the engine and took a joy ride, trying to calm his nerves. He wanted to love himself, but it was hard when society was so fiercely against what he felt was natural. Women he wanted to love spoke unkindly of crossdressers when he asked. They didn’t understand.

		

		Some days William thought about smoking cigarettes. He had never tried, but people said it calmed their nerves. He hadn’t picked up the habit because it made cars smell stale and used, which wasn’t something William wanted for his ride.

		

		After driving enough miles to make his gas tank drop by a quarter, William bought hamburgers and fries from a McDonald’s off the highway. William sat on the hood of his car, facing a field of nothing. He ate his food, thinking about what he would do with the pile of lingerie on his floor when he returned home. Every few months he thought of throwing them all away, but he had never forgiven himself the last time he ridded himself of lingerie.

		

		William ate the fast food, wondering why he couldn’t live a double life. Every time he fucked a woman, he could only think about the panties in his closet. The desire to wear lingerie while he gave his woman whatever she wanted. Lots of men wouldn’t touch a woman with their mouth, but William could eat pussy all day; if only he could compartmentalize himself when he was with a naked woman.

		

		The sun sank further in the west. William went home. As he was walking to the apartment building, Elaine pulled into her usual spot, music blaring. He tried to duck inside, painfully aware of the thong hugging his hips, but she hollered for him to stop.

		

		“William, I just got back from the airport! I’m starving. Come have dinner with me,” she said.

		

		He stuck his hands into his jeans, wishing he had kept on his briefs. Elaine was offering him a second chance, and he would be a fool not to take it as much as he thought about her.

		

		“I just ate,” he said. “Got burgers and fries.”

		

		Elaine stepped closer to him. She was wearing tall heels, which made her tower over him. He didn’t know how she could walk on gravel with those, but she did it with overwhelming seduction. “What? You want a lady to eat alone after a long day of travel?”

		

		“It’s not that,” said William. He had nothing better to do than have dinner with Elaine, so he agreed. Sometimes it was easier to say yes than make up an excuse.

		

		“You driving?”

		

		“Sure,” he said.

		

		Elaine lit a cigarette the moment they entered his car. He wanted to tell her to put it out but just rolled down the windows and kept his mouth shut.

		

		“Wow, power windows,” commented Elaine.

		

		“Cars are my life,” he said. “What do you want to eat?”

		

		“Go to Roy’s.”

		

		***

		

		As William pulled his car into the parking lot, Elaine tossed out her half-smoked cigarette. William watched her ass hug the denim fabric as she opened the door and stepped out. He rolled up the windows, savoring the sight of her backside. William held the diner’s door open for Elaine, and she stepped inside.

		

		Roy’s Diner was a staple in Tremont, Kansas. It only closed five hours a day and severed just about everyone in the community, which was part of the Kansas City metro area. A young waitress came over. Elaine ordered a turkey sandwich and a side salad. William ordered a slice of apple pie.

		

		“Why were you at the airport?”

		

		“I’m a human relations manager. I had to fly to Los Angeles to promote the business.”

		

		“KC Gifts & Chocolate, right?”

		

		“I can’t believe you remember,” she said.

		

		William thought about telling her how much she crossed his mind since they had sex. He always acted like a loser in her presence.

		

		“It’s hard to forget,” he said.

		

		The waitress returned with their order. Elaine told her to thank the kitchen for their speed and promised she would leave a generous tip. Elaine ate her salad first. William envisioned Elaine’s mouth around his cock as she pulled the fork from her mouth.

		

		“We should see a movie. We would get home by 11,” she said, checking her watch.

		

		“It’s Monday.”

		

		“And? I can show up late for work tomorrow. Don’t you make your own schedule?”

		

		“I wake up every morning at five to workout and shower before heading to the shop,” he said.

		

		“Fine,” Elaine said, stabbing a piece of lettuce. She wouldn’t push it. She was just feeling on top of the world after closing a deal in Los Angeles. The three-thousand dollar bonus she would receive wasn’t bad either.

		

		William felt guilty as Elaine pouted. If it were Saturday, he would go to the movies, but he hated feeling groggy in the morning. They were already approaching his bedtime. William finished his fries as Elaine ate her sandwich. They avoided eye contact.

		

		Elaine paid the bill, refusing William’s money. “Are you sure you don’t want to go to the movies?”

		

		William nodded. “Could you do Friday or Saturday?”

		

		“With all those teenagers? No thank you,” she said, sparking a match for her cigarette. Elaine inhaled the smoke, tilted her head, and blew a cloud into the air like an erupting volcano. “Should we get home? I wouldn’t want to keep you up past your bedtime.”

		

		William hated the sarcastic tone of her voice, but he wouldn’t succumb to the pressure. Things happened in movie theaters, and he wasn’t about to have Elaine find out he was wearing a thong.

		

		Elaine walked behind William. She took a drag of her cigarette while she studied his ass, wondering if he liked women playing with his hole.

		

		One of her previous boyfriends enjoyed fingers in his ass, but he had moved to Seattle for work. Elaine missed how free he had been to let her take charge.

		

		Elaine watched William out of the corner of her eye. There was no middle console separating them, so she slid over until their legs were touching. She noticed William’s knuckles turn white on the steering wheel as she ran her left hand along his inner thigh.

		

		“I have to focus on the road,” he said, squeezing his legs together.

		

		“Can’t you do two things at once, William? Why are you always so finicky at my touch?”

		

		“Just let me concentrate on the road, Elaine,” William said in a firm tone. Elaine sighed and scooted back to the window, blowing out an enormous cloud of smoke.

		

		They arrived to the apartment complex a few minutes later. Before William could turn off the car and get out, Elaine had her hand between his legs. She kissed him on the neck. His dick was growing at her touch, and the shame of wearing a thong enveloped him.

		

		William bit his lip as Elaine unbuttoned his jeans.

		

		“Stop squirming. I just want a taste,” she said.

		

		William pushed her away and scrambled to get out of the car. Elaine screeched and followed William to the door. He ran as fast as he could, but Elaine was quick in heels. She caught up with him and grabbed his shoulder. “What the hell, William!”

		

		“I’m sorry. I have to wake up early.”

		

		Elaine followed William to his door. She was boiling inside. How dare he push her away when she was offering oral services. Men would bow at her feet just to feel her lips on theirs, and William thought he could push her away?

		

		“Leave me alone, Elaine,” he said.

		

		“Absolutely not. We can do it inside, but I’m getting what I want.”

		

		“Elaine, please. You don’t understand.”

		

		“What? Are you hiding something? Is there someone in there?”

		

		“No, it’s—,” said William, but Elaine took his keys and pushed him aside. He tried to get the keys back, but she was too strong. Elaine pushed open the door, charging into the apartment. It only took her a few beats to find the mountain of lingerie on William’s bedroom floor.

		

		“What the fuck is this, William? How many women are you sleeping with?” asked Elaine. She turned to holler at William, but his expression said it all. Not a single pair on that floor belonged to another woman. They were his.

		

		Elaine was in such a state of shock that she didn’t fight back when William guided her to the door and slammed it shut. She heard the deadbolts click, and her first reaction was to laugh. William screamed on the other side of the door. It took Elaine a minute to come to her senses and step down the hall to her apartment.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER FOUR

		

		Elaine sat in a meeting, bored out of her mind. She was doodling in the margins of her paperwork. Dominic pretended not to notice as she lost herself in a daydream.

		

		The pile of lingerie, as varied and colorful as an abstract painting.

		

		Elaine hadn’t seen William since their outing last week. She thought about going to his door to see how he was doing but couldn’t bring herself to do it when she was at home. She preferred to smoke cigarettes on her balcony, enjoying the sweet weather. It wouldn’t last all year.

		

		William’s reaction had also given her pause. She didn’t know how to approach him. She didn’t know what she would say if he opened the door. Different versions of the potential conversation played out in her mind.

		

		Dominic dismissed the meeting but asked Elaine to stay behind. She hadn’t heard a word he said. Everyone shuffled out the room. Dominic took the seat next to Elaine when they were gone.

		

		“You have to keep your head in the game,” he said. “I know you have leverage, but—”

		

		Elaine waved her hand in the air. She excelled at her job and didn’t need a lecture from Dominic. “Have you ever worn lingerie?”

		

		Dominic scoffed. “Absolutely not. Just because I’m gay doesn’t—”

		

		“I wasn’t saying that. Keep your voice down if you want your secret to stay one,” Elaine said through clenched teeth.

		

		“Why are you asking?”

		

		“No reason. I’ll have my papers to you by three,” she said, gathering her things from the table.

		

		Dominic stood and adjusted his suit as he watched Elaine leave. He had never worn lingerie and never would. How dare she, Dominic was thinking to himself.

		

		Pushing William from her mind, Elaine focused on her paperwork. She didn’t know what to make of him wearing women’s underwear, but it explained his awkwardness the first few times. Elaine took a deep breath before spending the next two hours catching up on the company’s personnel and training documents. She called her staff for a quick meeting, telling them what she expected by the end of the week.

		

		Elaine was leaning against the door frame of Dominic’s office five minutes before three o’clock. “Told you I excel at my work,” she said, blowing a bubble with gum and popping it.

		

		“You want me to thank you for doing your job? You can’t slack off and walk around here like you own the place, Elaine. This is my father’s company, and I will not have you disrespecting it!”

		

		“Excuse me, Dominic? I’ve helped you grow this company beyond your wildest dreams. I’m the boss of my department.”

		

		Dominic smacked his desk before sinking back into his chair. He hated the power Elaine had over him. He hated that he couldn’t be an openly homosexual man, but his father would take the company from him if he discovered the truth. Dominic’s father might have retired, but the old man still had power.

		

		“I’m sorry, Elaine, but I’ve heard chatter about how lazy people think you are. I know you aren’t, but you’re the only one in the office who gets to travel around the country to promote the business.”

		

		“Then why don’t you have someone else do it, Dominic? I’m more than happy to stay in Kansas City.”

		

		Dominic grumbled. “You’re the best.”

		

		“Then why not stand up for me? Why not explain that I’ve worked my ass off at this company for years?” Elaine had closed the door and was standing across the desk from Dominic. The veins in her arms enlarged as she tried to control herself.

		

		“You’re right. I should have, but you have to work the hours everyone else does. Please, Elaine.”

		

		“Fine,” she said. Elaine wanted to tell Dominic to fuck himself, but she wouldn’t find a better position elsewhere, even if it paid more. Elaine could walk around KC Gifts & Chocolate like she owned the place because Dominic was the one who gave her so much power. He would cripple without her by his side, but she enjoyed working for him. At least she knew he would never try to grope her in the supply closet.

		

		***

		

		Elaine left work thirty minutes later than usual to appease Dominic and her subordinates. She sang along to the 60s soul music playing on the radio, blowing puffs of smoke out her open window. Elaine tossed out the butt, popping a stick of spearmint gum in her mouth. She opened her car door and slammed it shut.

		

		She walked across the pavement, her heels pinching her feet. William’s car was in the parking lot. She held her shoulders high as she walked down the hall to his apartment; the hallway decorated with flower wallpaper. Elaine ran her fingers along the warm colors, admiring how the pattern repeated itself.

		

		“William, open the door,” Elaine said after knocking.

		

		“Leave me alone,” he said. “Just pretend I don’t live here.”

		

		Men were as sensitive as women, if not more so. Elaine always hated when they acted like adolescents. If William wanted to wear lingerie, who was she to stop him? Elaine just wanted to wrap her head around the situation. Her ex who enjoyed butt play never wore women’s underwear.

		

		“Please. I’m not here to judge you, William,” she said.

		

		William parted the door. He was wearing basketball shorts and a t-shirt. His apartment smelled musty, but Elaine smiled over the smell. She wondered when the last time he opened the window was.

		

		“What do you want, Elaine?” he asked, his lips turned to a frown. He cast his eyes to the ground.

		

		“To understand. Would you get me a glass of water?”

		

		William opened the door wider, letting Elaine pass. She stepped inside and opened windows to let in fresh air. “You want ice?”

		

		“Yes. I’m going to step out and smoke. Join me,” she said.

		

		William came out with two glasses of water. He looked like he hadn’t showered in two days. Elaine stood with her back to the railing. “Did you work today?”

		

		He shook his head. William didn’t have any energy to deal with the public when he couldn’t even get a handle on himself.

		

		“Why not?”

		

		William shrugged. “Didn’t feel like it. I have sick days.”

		

		“My boss had a talk with me today, as though I’m a toddler. KC Gifts & Chocolates would be nothing right now if I hadn’t walked through those doors. Just the little local chain they always were,” said Elaine.

		

		“You think you run that place, don’t you?”

		

		“I am the boss. Dominic was blessed by being the owner’s son.”

		

		“That’s how it always works, isn’t it? I feel the same at the shop. Daddy’s boy fucks everything up but can do no wrong,” said William. He worked on cars for a living, and the owner Pete paid him well, but his son Chip was a joke.

		

		“What can we do?” asked Elaine. She hoped her eyes twinkled in the evening light. William had a nicer body than the vast majority of men she slept with, and now that she knew his secret, she wondered what he could do in the bedroom without nerves holding him back.

		

		“I’m a freak, Elaine. Can’t you see that?”

		

		“You aren’t a freak in my eyes, William. I want to understand you. I asked my gay friend today if he’s ever worn women’s underwear, and he said he hasn’t,” said Elaine. She chuckled, but William’s face was flat.

		

		“Why would you ask him that? Did you tell him about me?”

		

		“Oh, William. You’re so dramatic. Of course I didn’t. I’m an excellent keeper of secrets,” she said. “You mustn’t worry, my dear.”

		

		“I’m not gay.”

		

		“I don’t think you are. We did have sex together, after all. You were just…”

		

		“Terrible?” he asked.

		

		“Maybe a less harsh synonym of that,” she said. “How long have you been doing it?”

		

		William shrugged. “A long time. I always think I can shake it, but the truth is, I don’t think I ever will.”

		

		“Why should you?”

		

		“Every woman I’ve ever met thinks it’s disgusting. I bring up the idea, and they all make the most disgusted faces,” he said.

		

		“I’m not every woman.”

		

		“If you’re playing a joke, you can leave.”

		

		“You’re so rigid, William. Loosen up. Have you ever dressed as a woman?”

		

		William exhaled. He didn’t want to answer Elaine. She was just trying to mess with his mind, and he didn’t have time for games. William grabbed his glass of water and went inside. Elaine followed him, but he told her she couldn’t smoke in his apartment.

		

		“So prim and proper,” she said. “Did it bother you when I smoked in your car?”

		

		“Yeah, I didn’t like it. You can leave now. We’re done here,” he said, walking over to the door. He opened it and waved for Elaine to leave.

		

		She would have protested, but some engines needed time to cool before they could start again. Elaine would return. She kissed William on the cheek, sliding past him. “I’ll see you soon, baby face.”

		

		“Don’t bother,” he said, slamming the door behind Elaine.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER FIVE

		

		William couldn’t focus on the news, so he stood to turn off his television. Days had passed since William kicked Elaine out of his apartment, and he couldn’t stop thinking about her. He had let shame overcome desire, even though Elaine had attempted to understand him. Didn’t she know how hard it was to discuss his cravings for women’s underwear?

		

		The sunlight was disappearing from the sky as William stepped onto his balcony. He and Elaine lived on the second floor of their apartment building. Elaine lived on the other side, so they had different views, but they both were a mixture of parking lot, open land, and little stores along the state road.

		

		William pictured Elaine smoking a cigarette outside with her clog heels hanging over the banister. As much as William hated the smell of cigarette smoke, he could watch her smoke all day. He didn’t care if she smoked in his apartment or car, but he had used that as an excuse to push her away. Anything to hide from himself.

		

		There was only so long William could avoid the truth. How long would he regret losing Elaine if she slipped away from him a second time? Some people spent a lifetime filled with regrets of what they didn’t do in the past, and William could feel himself heading down that path as the days passed.

		

		He wasn’t like most men, and Elaine wasn’t like most women. Perhaps they could have something. Maybe he could be himself with her. William ran his hand through his hair, knowing what had to happen. William grabbed his keys and ran down the hall to Elaine’s. He banged on the door once before switching to a lighter tap.

		

		“Oh my, who’s knocking on your door like that?” asked an unfamiliar voice.

		

		“Who is it?” said Elaine.

		

		“William,” he replied, feeling ashamed for his excitement. Elaine opened the door. Her smile beamed. She held a rocks glass in her hand. A gorgeous black woman was sitting on the sofa, brushing her foot on the shag rug as she watched Elaine and William. William didn’t have any black friends, or many friends at all for that matter—just the guys at the shop. Elaine never stopped surprising him.

		

		“Hey there, William! I’m glad you stopped by. I was just telling my friend Annabelle about you,” she said.

		

		William felt his face reddening, worried the stranger knew his secret. “What did you say?” he whispered to Elaine.

		

		“I just told her how we might be rekindling a romance,” she said. There was a slight slur to her voice, but William found it sexy. He didn’t want her to tell his secret to the entire city, though. What they had was between them. “Come inside, William. Don’t you want to meet Annabelle? She’s one of my best friends,” she said.

		

		William crossed the room to Annabelle. She was drinking water. Ice cubes clinked in her glass as she set it to the side to shake William’s hand. She had a short afro and was wearing a blouse with a few buttons undone. William looked for a blemish on her skin but couldn’t find one. She could have been boxed up and sold around the country as a doll.

		

		“Nice to meet you, William,” she said.

		

		“You too,” he said, choking on the words.

		

		“William gets nervous around gorgeous women. He probably doesn’t spend much time with African-Americans either,” said Elaine.

		

		They laughed at his expense. “It’s okay, honey. I don’t bite,” said Annabelle.

		

		William was offended but didn’t know how to defend himself. “You aren’t drinking?” he asked, still standing awkwardly in the middle of the room.

		

		Annabelle shook her head. “No. I have to drive home, and I don’t want any problems. I’m not a big drinker, anyway.”

		

		“Groovy,” he said. The word felt strange on his tongue, but Annabelle didn’t seem to notice.

		

		Elaine got up and went to the kitchen, pulling William with her. She had a cigarette between her fingers. All the windows were open. “You want a cocktail?”

		

		William shrugged. Elaine pouted, and he agreed to the alcohol. Annabelle stared out to the patio as Elaine mixed a whiskey drink. William winced we he sipped it. He wasn’t the biggest drinker, but how could he tell Elaine no? “You didn’t tell Annabelle my secret, did you?”

		

		“You worry too much, William. It’s not even that big of a deal.”

		

		Elaine tried to walk away, but William grabbed her wrist. “Yes, it is.”

		

		“I didn’t tell her. Let go of me,” she said.

		

		“Tell me what?” asked Annabelle, returning her attention to them. Elaine sat on the sofa, and William took the chair across the room.

		

		“Oh nothing, Annabelle. Just some bedroom secrets,” she said.

		

		Annabelle put up a flat hand in the air, “that’s all I need to hear. You know we don’t talk about those nasty details,” she said.

		

		William felt a sense of relief greater than the moment hiccups disappear. “How did you meet Elaine?” he asked Annabelle.

		

		“On the dance floor by my house. We had a blast dancing together. I was so surprised over how well she could dance for a white girl,” said Annabelle.

		

		“Compared to you! Annabelle might be the best hair stylist in the Midwest, but the girl can’t move her hips.”

		

		“It’s true,” she said.

		

		William watched as they retold the story of how he met. He was laughing along with them until the name ‘Marcus’ slipped from their lips.

		

		“Who’s Marcus?” asked William.

		

		“My ex,” said Elaine. “We dated for a few months. The club was by his house, but things didn’t last. He was such an obnoxious asshole.”

		

		William fell silent. He kept trying to imagine this Marcus person, guessing he was tall, muscular, and handsome. William wanted to rip the ears from the side of his face. How many other men had Elaine been with? William used his right hand, which the women couldn’t see, to dig into the chair.

		

		“We set him up with my desperate cousin. She’s young and only wants to cook and clean ‘for her man’. It’s pathetic,” said Annabelle. “Elaine is not that type.”

		

		“Never,” she said. Elaine and Annabelle clinked their glasses together.

		

		“It was great seeing you girl, but I gotta get home,” said Annabelle.

		

		Elaine kissed her on the cheek and showed her to the door. William waved as she slipped into the hallway. When the door closed, all William wanted to do was ask sixteen thousand questions about Marcus.

		

		“Come to the balcony,” said Elaine.

		

		William nodded, grabbing his drink, and followed Elaine outside.

		

		***

		

		Elaine lit a fresh cigarette as soon as she finished the one between her fingers, blowing smoke into the wind. William liked the view from her balcony more than his. There was more open land. Fewer parked cars.

		

		“Are you thinking about Marcus?” asked Elaine. She had finished her drink and slid an ice cube into her mouth, crunching down on it. Marcus had been at the forefront of William’s thoughts since he had discovered the man’s existence.

		

		“Not really,” said William.

		

		“I don’t believe you. You should have seen the jealousy cross your face when I said his name.”

		

		William shrugged, not wanting to let what he felt inside bubble to the surface. “Whatever. We all have a past.” William was wondering what Marcus looked like and how he compared to the stranger. How many other men had Elaine dated? Did they live in the area? Did she sleep with others when she traveled for business? William could have asked Elaine an endless list of personal questions, but he kept everything bottled inside.

		

		“Well, how noble of you, William.” Elaine put out her half-smoked cigarette and went inside for a glass of water. William followed her like a puppy, not even thinking as his feet shuffled across the rug. “Would you like another cocktail?”

		

		“No, I’m okay.”

		

		“Then why did you follow me to the kitchen?” Elaine’s light chuckle hit William, but Elaine lifted his chin. “Don’t worry, sweetie. It’s nothing to fret over. Follow me back out to the balcony,” she said, winking.

		

		William scratched his neck and followed her outside. She held her drink, staring out to the vast expanse of overgrown grass.

		

		“So, what made you come knocking on my door after kicking me out of your place?”

		

		After taking a slow drink, William said, “I missed you. I want to know you better.”

		

		“Is that right?” she asked. William stared at her, willing her to turn her head to him, but she looked straight ahead. “And you’re positive you like women? I don’t have a problem with homosexuals. We can be friends.”

		

		“No, it’s not that, Elaine. I’m not a fag.”

		

		“That’s not very nice to say, from what I hear. The British also call their cigarettes ‘fags’. Did you know that? Some guy from London asked me for a cigarette at a bar in Chicago. It really confused me,” she said.

		

		William loved her playful laugh. He loved how experienced and comfortable she was. William didn’t respect himself the way he should. “I didn’t mean any disrespect. I told you before though that I ain’t gay. What I do might seem wrong, but—”

		

		“William, it’s okay. You don’t have to explain anything. I find your habits intriguing, but I’m not trying to have rocks tied to my feet, either. You heard what Annabelle said. I’m not the type to cook barefoot in any man’s kitchen.”

		

		“I like that about you, Elaine. You aren’t like most women.”

		

		“Are you wearing a pair now?”

		

		William nodded. Elaine smirked. “Come inside. I want to see.”

		

		They stepped in the apartment, and Elaine closed all the blinds. She placed her drink on the kitchen counter. She was wearing hip-huggers and a crop top. Her hair straight as stalks of hay, hanging down to her midsection. Elaine pulled off her crop top. She wasn’t wearing a bra beneath it.

		

		William was instantly hard. He grabbed at his dick, but Elaine wagged her finger in the air. “We aren’t rushing, sweet boy,” she said. William nodded.

		

		“Want to lick my nipple?” asked Elaine. She rubbed them so they would harden, feeling an urge to dominate her lover. The word ‘yes’ escaped from William’s mouth as a slobbery whisper. “Come have a taste then.”

		

		William crawled across the floor. Elaine was standing tall above him. He snaked up her body until his mouth connected with her nipped. Elaine gave William commands to maximize her pleasure. He tightened his grip, changed how he licked, and sucked lightly as Elaine clutched his hair.

		

		“Fuck, I bet your mouth will feel incredible on my pussy,” she said. William moaned into her sumptuous bosom, savoring the taste of her nipple between his lips. “Take off your clothes. I want to see your lingerie.”

		

		William stripped down to the mustard yellow cotton thong he was wearing. Elaine made him spin in a circle for her. She loved how big his dick looked in the tiny amount of fabric. His body was too hairy, but he had the lean cut of an athlete. Elaine was wet at the thought of his manhood fucking her while wearing a thong like the one he had on, but she couldn’t let him have the goods the first time around.

		

		Elaine unbuttoned her jeans. “Come take them off,” she said.

		

		William went over to her, pulling her pants to the floor. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her bush was moist and trimmed. William licked his lips as he stared into her glory. His hand went to his penis. “No touching yourself,” said Elaine. He stopped to obey her command.

		

		Elaine grabbed the back of William’s head and shoved it between her legs. He licked with aggression until Elaine told him to slow down. “It’s about the journey.”

		

		William exhaled and adjusted, listening to Elaine’s instructions until she was moaning out of control. Her words were nothing more than broken one-syllable grunts. William focused his attention on what was working: pleasuring Elaine’s clitoris with his tongue while fingering his pussy. His dick was throbbing—begging for him to touch it—but he had to focus on Elaine’s climax. Her journey.

		

		“Oh… my…”

		

		Elaine covered William’s mouth with her juices. Her body went rigid. She grabbed William’s hand, pushing it out of her pussy. She hollered. Giggled. It took her some time to return, but when she did her eyes narrowed.

		

		“Take off your thong and cum on it,” she said.

		

		William rushed to remove his underwear. He stroked his dick five times before streams of cum covered the yellow fabric. William was panting when Elaine lifted his chin to kiss him. “That was amazing, William. Now run along. I’ll come knock on your door next time,” she said.

		

		William gathered his clothes as quickly as he could and hurried out the door. When William got to his apartment, he sank to the floor, laughing to himself.

		

		He had finally found a woman who understood him.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER SIX

		

		Elaine arrived at the office ten minutes early. She had taken the HR department’s feelings into consideration, and it wasn’t fair that she came and went as she pleased. Now she had a stack of magazines inside her desk and all the essentials to touch up her nails if she ever got bored. There was nothing like getting paid to give herself a manicure.

		

		Throughout the day, Elaine’s thoughts drifted to William. She had been ignoring him, hoping that it would drive him crazy. Something about William triggered Elaine’s dominant side, and she couldn’t help but wonder how to push his buttons. It was becoming impossible to ignore the wetness between her thighs when she relived the sight of William's jizz covering his women’s underwear.

		

		William wasn’t like most men, and Elaine loved how she felt with him. How he made her feel as important as a queen. Most men wanted Elaine to serve them as though they were a king, but that wasn’t for Elaine. She wanted to be the king.

		

		“Dominic wants to see you in his office, Elaine,” Dominic’s secretary said. Elaine nodded, hating the secretary’s submissive role in the office. There were several women secretaries, but Elaine didn’t have one. Elaine told Dominic the only secretary she wanted was a youthful, flamboyant black man, but Dominic refused. He was probably too afraid he would sexually harass the male secretary and expose his true self. Daddy would hate that. William would never risk losing his empire before daddy croaked.

		

		“What do you want now? I’ve been staying later like you asked,” Elaine said as she entered Dominic’s office. She closed the door before taking a seat across from him. Dominic smirked, waiting for Elaine to speak, but she had all the time in the world. Dominic hated waiting, so it didn’t take him long to crack.

		

		“It’s not about your tardiness, which has improved.”

		

		“Then, what is it, Dominic? Ben break your heart?”

		

		Dominic growled at the mention of his secret boyfriend’s name. The man he had sweaty motel sex with between work and dinner with his family. Dominic had perfected taking a shower without getting his hair wet or smelling too fresh; just enough to wipe away the evidence.

		

		“You’re going to New York. The group from Los Angeles loved your work so much they want you to meet with their New York partners to discuss adding our products to some of their stores for a split of the profit,” he said.

		

		Elaine’s mind faded as she imagined the clubs of New York City. She had heard whispers about their fabulousness but hadn’t gone herself. If they were anything compared to what she saw in Los Angeles, it would be an opportunity to push William to his limits. Elaine hoped he had vacation days because she wasn’t taking no as an answer.

		

		“Is that okay?” said Dominic, but Elaine hadn’t heard his words.

		

		“Is what okay, Dominic?”

		

		“A business trip to New York? You would have to leave next Wednesday. They want to show you their and such. You could fly back on Sunday and use Saturday as you please,” he said. “I’ve never been to the city but have heard fantastic things about it.”

		

		“I’m sure you have,” she said, referring to the infamous gay clubs. There were plenty in Chicago too, but Dominic never ventured far from home. He had his ball, chain, and scandalous affairs in Kansas City.

		

		Dominic hated that Elaine knew his secret. He hated her sarcasm. The sense of entitlement that flavored her tone. “You’re dismissed, Elaine.”

		

		“I’m an ally, Dominic. Don’t hate me because you can’t find the courage to live your truth,” she said, loving how William had exposed his deepest vulnerabilities. She would nurture him for showing her such tenderness and promised herself as she witnessed Dominic’s sadness to never make him feel weird.

		

		Their relationship might not last, but Elaine wanted William to be himself as much as she wanted the same for Dominic. “Just leave, Elaine.”

		

		Elaine went back to her office, pulling out a magazine to read until everyone went home.

		

		***

		

		Elaine noticed William’s car in the parking lot. She hadn’t seen him all week and was longing for his admiration. He had waited long enough. Elaine walked down the hallway, strutting like a runway model in Milan. William opened the door after she called for him from the other side. He was wearing a t-shirt and jeans. So boring. She imagined William would dress like a woman more often if given the opportunity.

		

		Pushing William to the side, Elaine entered his apartment. She hadn’t smoked a cigarette on the way home, so she beckoned William to follow her to the porch.

		

		“You forgot a glass of ice water,” she said when he stepped outside empty-handed.

		

		“My apologies,” he said and scrambled to the kitchen. Elaine smirked, lighting a cigarette. She loved watching the tobacco cloud fly in the wind as though it had somewhere to go. William returned, ice chattering in the glass. “Here.”

		

		“Did you miss me this week?” asked Elaine. She wanted to get barbecue in the city or see a movie. She got so bored sitting around the office all day, but Dominic insisted.

		

		William nodded. “You’re all I think about,” he said.

		

		“You must have other things on the mind,” she said.

		

		He shrugged. “I sleep and work. Not that I don’t love fixing cars, but it doesn’t compare to the night we had.”

		

		“Are you wearing a pair now?”

		

		William bit his lip, casting his gaze to the ground. Shame filled him, even though Elaine didn’t care.

		

		“Self-loathing is not sexy, William. Don’t hate yourself,” she said.

		

		“How can I not? Nobody understands,” he said.

		

		Elaine wanted to tell him about the trip to New York but would wait. He would call in for work if she commanded it; if he ever wanted to feel her touch again. “You aren’t the only man who likes dressing like a woman. I’m sure there are others,” she said.

		

		William shrugged. “But it’s not normal.”

		

		“Shut up, William. ‘Normal’ people are boring. Do you know how often people put me down because I’m not barefoot in some man’s kitchen pushing out his babies?”

		

		“Yeah, I guess. Sometimes I just wish—”

		

		Elaine placed her fingers over his lips. She wanted William to be himself. She wanted to discover his limits. How far was he willing to take this womanhood? An idea popped into her head. “I’ll be right back. Don’t lock the door.”

		

		William sat, waiting for Elaine’s return. He touched the seat she had left, feeling its warmth on his hand. He took a deep breath. The thong covering his hardened dick shifted. He wanted Elaine to cum on his lips as he covered the sapphire lace with his milk.

		

		Elaine returned a few minutes later. A devilish grin spread across her face as she took William’s hand and led him to the bathroom. His dick was straining against the tight denim hugging his hips. Elaine’s slightest touch drove him wild.

		

		“What are you doing?” he asked.

		

		Elaine glanced over her shoulder, smirking. “My job is all about finding ways to improve, and I thought of a way to better you!”

		

		“How?” asked William. He would give Elaine whatever she wanted. All she had to do was say the words.

		

		“Take off your pants.”

		

		William hesitated as they stood in his tiny bathroom. Elaine grabbed his waistline, unbuttoning his jeans. She commanded that he hurried. A dark stain had bled through the fabric at the tip of William’s dick. Elaine slapped his erection with a playful hand.

		

		“I love how thick it looks in that tiny thong,” she said.

		

		William growled, wanting to stroke his dick, but he knew it wouldn’t take long to cum if he did.

		

		“There’s a problem.”

		

		Heat flared within William’s body. “What’s wrong?”

		

		“You’re far too hairy. Take off your shirt,” she said.

		

		William did, feeling self conscious of the hair on his body. Elaine touched it, telling him how much she hated it. She explained how women couldn’t go around looking like this, so why should he if he wanted to wear women’s lingerie?

		

		“I want you to shave your body, William,” she said.

		

		“Okay,” he said, unsure of what he would look like without hair.

		

		“Tell me when you finish so I can check your work.”

		

		William swallowed, nodding.

		

		Elaine stepped out of the bathroom, shutting the door. She went back to the porch to smoke another cigarette.

		

		In the bathroom, William held a razor with an unsteady hand. He had never shaved his legs before, always too afraid someone would lift his pants at work. Too preoccupied about what other people would think if they discovered his feminine tendencies.

		

		William lathered his skin. He had filled the tub with a few inches of hot water, dipping his razor in the steaming bath water between each stroke of the blade. As the minutes passed, William’s body became void of hair. A tender redness broke out across his skin. William rubbed lotion on his legs before shaving the small layer of hair from his chest. Elaine appeared a few seconds after he turned on the shower to rinse his body.

		

		“Excuse me, what are you doing?”

		

		“Taking a shower. My skin itches,” he said.

		

		“You forgot the most important part. I want you hairless everywhere,” she said, her eyes focusing on William’s forest of pubic hair.

		

		“You have a little bush,” he said.

		

		“A trimmed one, but it’s clear you don’t have the personality for maintenance,” she said.

		

		“It’s what I do for a living! Cars need help all the time.”

		

		“Well, your skills for automotive maintenance haven’t carried over to personal hygiene.”

		

		William always bathed, so he took offense to Elaine’s comment. He guarded his body. Elaine moved his hands. “Stop being sensitive. Shave it for me, okay?”

		

		William couldn’t say no to her soft, sensual voice. He had never imagined shaving his pubic hair, but when he did, his dick looked bigger than it ever had. He stared at its length as Elaine stroked it from behind. They stared at one another through the mirror. William naked. Elaine wearing all her clothes.

		

		Elaine licked William’s ear before whispering, “bend over. Let me get one trouble area.”

		

		William gripped the counter as Elaine cleaned his backside with a warm washcloth. She shaved the area between his balls and ass before spreading his cheeks to get everything around the hole. When she finished, she returned her attention to William’s erection.

		

		She stroked him until he covered the sink with his cum, which didn’t take long. “Now take a shower and don’t forget to use lots of lotion when you finish. Okay? Shaving is about maintenance, so I expect you to always be this hairless.”

		

		William was huffing, spent from the orgasm. Turned on by himself and his hairless body, which was growing itchier by the second.

		

		“One more thing, William. We can’t hang out tomorrow, but I want to see you this weekend. Buy a pair of heels before I come over Saturday. I want to see how you walk.”

		

		William swallowed, remembering the time he had chickened out in St. Louis before trying on heels. He didn’t have time to drive across the state, but there was no way he would disappoint Elaine. He lathered himself with soap as the front door slammed. William applied lotion over his smooth skin all evening as he flipped through the phone book, deciding where he’d buy heels the next day.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER SEVEN

		

		William cleaned his hands with a fibrous washcloth stained by motor oil. He wiped sweat from his forehead with his arm. Many cars had come through the shop today, but William hadn’t been focused as he repaired them. After each car left, it faded from his memory because he could only think about the mission Elaine had given him.

		

		“Anything else, boss?” William asked Chip, the owner’s son, who had agreed to let William leave a couple hours early. William used a doctor’s appointment as an excuse.

		

		“Nah, you’re good,” he said.

		

		William unbuttoned his work shirt before throwing it into the washing machine. They had someone who cleaned the store and washed the linens. William went home to shower. He had a couple hours before the shoe stores closed.

		

		Driving into the city, William’s heart stirred when he crossed the state line. William didn’t spend much time on the Missouri side of Kansas City, so he hoped nobody would recognize him. William glanced at the first address on his list. A huge department store downtown. The attendants must have dealt with others like him.

		

		William arrived at the department store. He found a space to park on the street but lost his courage as he approached the door. People were teeming on the other side. There was no intimacy. Everyone would see him trying on women’s shoes. A young woman wearing a blouse with the company’s logo opened the door for William. He shook his head and ran back to his car.

		

		The attendant watched him from the door for a couple beats before shrugging and disappearing into the streams of people looking like ants on a sidewalk. William felt like he was in St. Louis all over again; the day he had wasted trying to buy heels four hours from his home.

		

		Elaine’s face popped into his mind. The sound of her voice whispering into his ear. She had given William a mission, and he had to complete it. He didn’t want to disappoint his woman. William consulted his city map to figure out the best route to the second address on his list. After deciding which streets he would take, he folded the map and tossed it to his right.

		

		The second store was small and had red velvet curtains blocking the street windows. The door had gold lettering. Linda’s Heels. William swallowed. It had seemed much easier entering a store with the word ‘heel’ in its name when he was looking through the phone book.

		

		A woman with a 60s beehive hairstyle appeared in the doorway. She was wearing a pink suit jacket with a matching skirt. Her heels were a gorgeous creamy color that matched the pearls around her neck. William would have given anything to look like her for a day.

		

		Their eyes met. The gaze lingered. The woman waved her hand at William to come inside. He looked over his shoulder, but nobody was there. It was a quiet street two blocks from a major road. William knew he couldn’t pass up this opportunity, so he got out his car and went inside.

		

		“Welcome,” the woman said in a voice as elegant as her outfit. She locked the deadbolt behind him and let down the blinds to cover the door’s window.

		

		Stilettos covered the wall from floor to ceiling. William didn’t know what to think about the woman locking the door, but he had come this far. He couldn’t turn back now. “Is everything okay? I didn’t come to get murdered,” he said.

		

		“It’s not that, my dear. I just thought you’d like some privacy.”

		

		She wasn’t wrong. “Are you Linda?”

		

		“Yes, I am,” she said. There was something about Linda that reminded William of Elaine. How she held her shoulders as she walked to the tall desk at the far wall. She came back with a pair of pantyhose. William swallowed. He had never had the courage to buy these either, and here Linda was handing him a pair.

		

		“What do you want me to do with these?” he asked.

		

		Linda laughed. Her voice was like a flower blooming in spring. She took William by his shoulders and sat him on a bench. “Put them on, silly. I want to size your feet and have you try on several pairs,” she said.

		

		William bowed his head, feeling shame snake up his spine. Linda sat by him and rubbed his back. She had a simple gold band on her wedding finger. “You’re married,” William said as he shifted.

		

		“So? That means I can’t comfort you? Sadness is radiating from your body, but you’re in a safe place. What’s your name?”

		

		“William,” he said.

		

		“Most people don’t understand, William, but I do. Put on the pantyhose. The door’s locked, but that means you have to buy two pairs. Okay?”

		

		A smile broke across William’s face. He exhaled and rolled up his jeans. His legs were still smooth. Linda patted William’s shoulder as she went for the metal instrument to measure his foot. Linda’s touch was gentle yet filled with power. Her confidence unwavering.

		

		“Perfect size. Some men have to have shoes made custom, but yours are small enough,” she said, rushing into the back room to grab boxes.

		

		Linda had dedicated her life to shoes, and her husband Joel was just like William. Joel had an extensive collection of heels. He was blessed with small feet like William, but Linda would have custom shoes made for friends in their circle. She was always willing to help a man express his femininity. When Linda returned to the floor with several options, William was checking out his covered legs in the mirror. He had endless potential.

		

		“What made you come here today?”

		

		“My girlfriend gave me the courage,” he said.

		

		Linda nodded, handing William a kitten heel. William slipped the shoe onto his foot, feeling like a new person. Linda told him to walk across the room. He held his hand on his hip, shifting to the side. “You’re a natural,” Linda said.

		

		William’s smile faded to a frown when shame filled him. Linda lifted his chin. “You aren’t the only man who buys my shoes,” she said.

		

		“Can we try stilettos?”

		

		Linda handed him a red stiletto. She didn’t love the clog heels that were fashionable. She preferred a classic, timeless look. William slipped on the stilettos. Linda adored how he switched his hips. Most women would drop their jaws when they saw a toned man like William, but he was one-hundred percent sissy. She saw it as plainly as the shoes on his feet.

		

		They spent the forty minutes trying on dozens of shoes. The last time she had that much fun with a customer was when she met her husband, Joel, but William didn’t need to know all the details of her life.

		

		William bought four pairs of shoes that filled two large paper bags. He spent half the sum of his monthly rent, but it was worth it. Linda slipped her business card into his bag as she walked him to the door. “Call me and we can set up a private appointment. Are you free in the evenings?”

		

		William nodded.

		

		“Perfect,” she said and opened the door for William to leave. Only one person had knocked the whole time he was there. Linda opened the blinds on the door and watched as William drove away.

		

		***

		

		Elaine left a note on William’s door saying to come to her place first thing in the morning. He saw it upon returning from Linda’s. Her shoe store was the closest version of heaven William had ever experienced. His life was changing faster than he had ever expected. As much as William feared disappointment, he had to follow this path with Elaine.

		

		The night passed to the morning. William had barely slept, tossing and turning, thinking about what Elaine would do now that he had heels. He couldn’t wait to shower and prance down the hallway to her apartment at the hour listed on the note; not a minute before or a minute later.

		

		8:40 a.m.

		

		The ten minutes after eight thirty had been the slowest of William’s life. He stared at the clock as the zero turned from a one to a two until the cycle completed itself.

		

		William knocked on Elaine’s door. She answered it swiftly, and her apartment smelled of bacon and pancakes. “I don’t cook for men, but we just might be girlfriends by the end of the day,” she said.

		

		Elaine threw open the door, returning to the stove so she could flip the pancakes. William wobbled inside, holding the paper bags from yesterday behind his back. He had four pairs and couldn’t wait to show Elaine but was feeling embarrassed.

		

		“What are you hiding?” Elaine asked without turning from the stove.

		

		“I bought the shoes you asked. Four pairs,” he said.

		

		“Wow! Don’t make me wait forever, William. Give me a show while I fix these plates,” she said.

		

		William cast his eyes to the ground and crossed the room. He placed the bags on Elaine’s couch. He chose the simple black heel to wear first. It had an ankle strap. Four inches. William never thought he’d have been able to walk in the shoes until Linda gave him the confidence. “The woman who showed me these shoes was incredibly nice. She closed the store to make shopping more comfortable.”

		

		Elaine she flipped a pancake. “Where did you find this woman?”

		

		“On the Missouri side. In the city. Linda’s Heels.”

		

		“Ah, yes. I’ve heard of that place but have never been myself.”

		

		William twisted his fashioned foot from side to side, admiring the slimming ability of the heels. How his toes gathered at the tip. Linda had gifted him a few pairs of pantyhose, but William had been too shy to wear them today. Elaine carried two plates of breakfast food to the dining-room table. “Are you going to strut, or what?”

		

		William exhaled. He placed his hands on his hips and walked across the carpeted floor. It was hard to balance himself, but he did what he could. William switched his hips until he reached Elaine. Their faces inches apart. She grabbed him by the small of his back and pulled him close. “You’re a natural. How much do you love those heels?”

		

		There weren’t words that could express the splendor the footwear brought him. “They are incredible,” he said.

		

		“Sit down, girl. We about to eat,” said Elaine. She couldn’t wait to push William. Mold him. He couldn’t it see himself, but Elaine read his expressions like a street sign. William wasn’t like most men, and she would explore his deepest desires. She had never considered it before, but the best boyfriends must be somewhat woman. Elaine would much rather have a penis-wielding being who shaved their legs, cleaned the house, and smelled like flowers than a stinky, hairy man. Those sounded better as occasional treats.

		

		William crossed his legs, unfolding the napkin in his lap. Elaine told him to use dainty fingers to cut his food, so he held his cutlery with a light grip as he ate the pancakes. The woman in him was expanding by the millisecond. He was picturing himself en femme from wig to heels at a public restaurant. He wanted to get to where nobody saw him as a man but a woman. William considered the fact he would need a new name.

		

		“What would you call me?”

		

		“Excuse me. You must speak in clearer terms,” said Elaine.

		

		“When I’m a woman. Did you have a name in mind?”

		

		Elaine shrugged. She had thought little about William’s female name, but now that he said something, they would have to consider that detail. Elaine placed her finger to her mouth. She tapped it against her lips as she thought of a sexy name for William. “How about Cherry?”

		

		There was no way William was about to introduce himself as ‘Cherry’ to people. “I don’t think so,” he said.

		

		“Eat and we’ll ponder.”

		

		They ate, William crossing his legs every time he lifted the napkin to his mouth. He wanted an outfit like Linda had been wearing. A blazer with a matching skirt. A hat he could use to obscure his face. He imagined himself as a woman, and the perfect name popped into his head. It wasn’t far off from Cherry. “Cassandra,” he said.

		

		“I love it,” said Elaine. They finished their breakfast. She had the radio on, but the news wasn’t eventful that day. The porch door was open, letting in traffic noises and a breeze. William rubbed his ankles together, admiring how the stilettos clicked. He loved playing with the heels as though they were swords in a battle. “What other shoes did you buy?”

		

		William pulled out the pair he liked second best. Red three-inch pumps. They didn’t have a strap around the ankle. He switched shoes as Elaine cheered on his model walk from the table. She was wearing a robe, which she didn’t adjust as it parted up to the split between her legs. William loved how she teased him. William had also bought a pair of white kitten heels and earthy platform clogs he was already growing to resent. He didn’t want to be trendy. He wanted to be a classic beauty like Linda.

		

		“I bought you a dress and a wig,” said Elaine. She went to her bedroom and came back with a bag draped over her arm and a box. She passed the items to William. He was standing in his red pumps. He looked at the dresses first. One had short sleeves, a collar, and a fitted waist. William admired how it would cover his shoulders. The other had puff sleeves and a slim waistline. They both had floral patterns. William held them to his nose, taking in the scent of the women’s section. The perfume that had clung to the fabric. Elaine nudged William to open the box.

		

		When he pulled open the box, a brown wig was waiting inside. It was shoulder length. It had a modern cut. His dick had never been harder than when he ran his fingers through the hair. “It’s happening,” he said. It was more to himself than anything, but Elaine heard him.

		

		“You’re ready to become Cassandra?”

		

		William nodded.

		

		“I’ll do your makeup,” said Elaine. She hardly wore any. William thought he would need a pound to make his face what it needed to become. Elaine was gorgeous as she was. Confident, bright, and commanding. William wished he had Elaine’s charm. Hopefully Cassandra could muster something of a personality. William wondered if dressing as Cassandra would change him. Something inside told him it would. He had felt it the second he slid stilettos onto his feet.

		

		William was wearing a black cotton thong. Elaine commanded him to strip down. She checked that he was hairless. William had shaved every day since Elaine had made him. He pulled out a pair of pantyhose, feeling less shy. Elaine chuckled as he slid them on his legs. She loved how feminine he was becoming. Little did he know how Elaine envisioned their future. She couldn’t quite picture it herself but knew she would lead their journey.

		

		Elaine told William to lift his arms. She put the dress with puff sleeves on his body. He placed his hands on his hips, rocking them from side to side. Elaine pushed William onto the toilet seat. She placed a wig cap over his hair before dolling up his face with makeup. When she placed the wig on his womanized face, she couldn’t believe the transformation.

		

		“Look at yourself, Cassandra,” said Elaine.

		

		Cassandra stood, glancing at herself in the mirror, amazed by the transformation. Elaine stood behind her. She touched her neck. “You should wear the kitten heels with this outfit,” she said.

		

		Cassandra agreed. They went to the living room. Cassandra slipped on the white kitten heels. Elaine wanted a cigarette, so they went out to the balcony. The makeup felt strange and heavy on Cassandra’s face, but she savored knowing that if anyone saw them, they’d just assume two girlfriends were gossiping on the balcony. Cassandra had never been more at peace in her life. Elaine went on about her boss Dominic, but all Cassandra knew was how wonderful the hair brushing against the back of her neck felt.

		

		***

		

		“What about my chest?” William asked an hour after lunch. He was no longer feeling like Cassandra with the flatness of his chest. The magic had turned to humiliation. William was too afraid to sit on the balcony, even though nobody was thinking twice about him when they drove past. All they saw was Cassandra.

		

		William and Elaine were lounging inside the apartment. She was playing records. Elaine loved underground disco, which was becoming more mainstream by the day. She enjoyed a variety of music, but there was nothing like letting loose in a club playing disco.

		

		The parties Marcus would take her to were legendary. Luckily she still had Annabelle to dance with her. She was often one of the few white people on the dance floor, but that fact never phased her, and nobody at the clubs gave her any trouble. Aggressive, sleazy men existed in all shades. Elaine loved that she had found William, but he was right. He was missing two nice breasts to complete his look.

		

		Elaine shrugged. She didn’t know what to do. Maybe her bra would fit him. “You wanna try my bra? Your chest is bigger than mine, but it might work,” she said.

		

		William wanted nothing more than to amplify his bosom. He had become fixated on the flaw beneath his flowy dress. William followed Elaine to her bedroom. She searched her drawer of bras until she found one with elastic fabric. It barely fit, but William didn’t care. He needed breasts. What woman would he be without a decent pair?

		

		Elaine grabbed some washcloths from her linen closet and balled them. She stuffed William’s bra, adjusting until it looked the least lumpy she could get it. She had turned William away from the mirror to do a reveal. William lifted the dress over his shoulders to cover his chest. No imperfections showed under the fabric.

		

		William had become Cassandra. Elaine kissed her on the lips. “You’re gorgeous, and you were before these too,” Elaine said and tapped Cassandra’s breasts playfully. Cassandra bent over to check herself out in the mirror again, shaking to make her breasts bounce. She was wearing the kitten heels. Her wig.

		

		“I’m thirsty. Let’s walk to the gas station,” said Elaine.

		

		Cassandra couldn’t imagine leaving the house, let alone walking by traffic. What if someone pulled over and beat her up for wearing a dress? She had heard horror stories of what raucous men did to their queer counterparts. “I don’t know, Elaine.”

		

		“Trust me, nothing will happen. Haven’t you always dreamed of passing as a woman?”

		

		Cassandra couldn’t deny Elaine’s question. It had been her secret dream for years to be accepted as a woman, even for a day. The thrill of wearing a dress had seemed enough for today, but how could Cassandra refuse Elaine? Her girlfriend was thirsty and wanted a cold can of soda. “You think I can pass?”

		

		“Nobody will think twice of it. We’re just two girlfriends walking to the store for a sweet drink. I’ll even go inside to buy yours. I don’t want to walk alone,” Elaine said in a pleading voice.

		

		Cassandra shook away the fear and followed Elaine outside. Elaine had changed into a tank top and hip huggers. They walked down the street, and nothing happened but a truck of men honking and whistling as they drove past. There was a company logo on the side. They were tradesmen. Cassandra ran her fingers through her hair, elated from the men flirting with her.

		

		Elaine went inside and bought two cans of cola. They walked back to her apartment, and Cassandra felt on top of the world. She had spun in a circle when they stepped through Elaine’s doorway.

		

		“You’re something else, Cassandra,” she said.

		

		“Can’t a girl act free?” she countered.

		

		Elaine set her can on the kitchen counter, walking over to Cassandra. She placed her hand on Cassandra’s shoulder, gently guiding her toward the ground. Cassandra looked up through hooded eyes as she sank to her knees.

		

		“Take them off, sissy boy,” she said.

		

		Cassandra wanted to protest but wouldn’t argue with Elaine. Elaine was making Cassandra’s dreams come true. Cassandra pulled the denim fabric to the floor. Her panties clad to her bush.

		

		Elaine grabbed Cassandra’s head, shoving it into her fragrant pussy. She still smelled of the bar of soap in her shower. Cassandra moved her face from side to side, savoring the taste of her dominant woman through the lace fabric.

		

		“You forgot to remove my panties,” she said.

		

		Cassandra gripped the fabric and freed Elaine of her undergarment. Elaine pulled the tank top from her body. She pinched her nipples, feeling the air circulate through her apartment. She glanced down at Cassandra, watching her with hungry eyes. Elaine lifted her foot to Cassandra’s shoulder, using her head to balance herself as Cassandra closed the gap between her mouth and Elaine’s pussy lips.

		

		“Fuck, baby,” said Elaine. Her neck fell back as Cassandra pressed her tongue against Elaine’s womanhood. “Focus on my clit.”

		

		Cassandra closed her mouth around Elaine’s clit. Elaine’s eyes fluttered as they rolled into the back of her head. She wouldn’t last long with Cassandra’s eager touch.

		

		Lick, lick.

		

		Thumb against Elaine’s button.

		

		Circular motions.

		

		An explosion.

		

		“Fuck, Cassandra. Shit.”

		

		Words escaped Elaine’s mouth as her body folded. Cassandra wanted nothing more than to touch the erection, but Elaine was holding her hands against her breasts. Her body stiff. Her legs tight against Cassandra’s cheeks.

		

		A car honked in the distance.

		

		Elaine’s body went from ice to water, running down Cassandra’s body until she was on the floor. She lay on the floor and stared at the ceiling as the sounds of the world returned. “I bet you wanna touch yourself, don’t you?”

		

		Cassandra ran her hand along her body, pressing against her dick. “Yes.”

		

		“Cum on your thong. I want you to make it dirty,” she said.

		

		Cassandra removed her thong, placing it on the carpet beneath her throbbing dick. It took nothing but two strokes before ejecting white streams of warmth. Cassandra collapsed, careful not to let her leaking extension stain her dress.

		

		“Let’s order a pizza. You have money?” Elaine asked.

		

		“Yeah,” she said. “Can I stay as Cassandra?”

		

		“Sure, you’re free to do what you want,” she said. Elaine went to take a shower before ordering a pizza. They spent the rest of the afternoon watching television or sitting on the balcony while Elaine smoked cigarettes. Cassandra would change back to William eventually, but for now, she wanted to enjoy life as Elaine’s girlfriend.

		

		***

		

		Cassandra’s eyes parted as she awoke. Elaine was acting as a little spoon in her arms, but Cassandra’s illusion faded when she rolled out of bed and saw herself in the mirror. Her wig had come off, her makeup was smudged, and she looked more like William than Cassandra.

		

		William ran hot water in the sink, but the makeup didn’t come off when he splashed his face. Elaine appeared behind him. The right side of her hair was knotted and hanging over her shoulder. She handed him a washcloth and a fresh bar of soap. “Clean up. Then you can make me breakfast. I’ll put on some coffee,” she said.

		

		As William washed the previous day from his face, he knew it would go down in his memory as one of the most significant of his life. He didn’t know where the future would take him and Elaine, but William had to have her in his life. What other woman would doll him up and call him Cassandra?

		

		Elaine was brushing her teeth in the kitchen. A velvety black lake of coffee filling the air with its aroma. Elaine spit in the sink as William checked her fridge. She had English muffins and eggs. There was half a jar of strawberry jam. William turned on the stove to cook the eggs as Elaine poured herself a cup of coffee. She stepped outside to the balcony. She was wearing a loosely tied robe that went down to her ankles and covered her arms.

		

		William watched as Elaine leaned over the balcony, brushing her hair and looking out to the open land. He still hadn’t done more than taste her pussy. He wanted to fuck her… like a man, but how did Elaine view him now that she knew Cassandra shared his soul? William wanted Elaine to appreciate both sides of his coin.

		

		William scrambled the eggs. He toasted muffins. It didn’t take long before he had a steaming breakfast waiting on the dining-room table.

		

		“Elaine, food is ready,” he called.

		

		She came inside, letting her robe part to expose her naked body. Her hair covered her nipples. William’s dick twitched as he imagined tasting Elaine’s nectar. Elaine’s body seduced him with its every movement. He never wanted Elaine to leave him. How many women would understand him and find him attractive? There was Linda, but she was wearing a wedding ring. Plus, it was presumptuous to assume she would want him.

		

		“Would you grab me a refill on the coffee?”

		

		William nodded and turned for the pot. He took a mug from the cabinet for himself before filling it and Elaine’s with coffee. William placed the pot back on the burner before joining Elaine at the table. They ate their breakfast like savage animals who hadn’t had food in days.

		

		“There was something I’ve been meaning to tell you, William,” she said. Elaine had been harboring the secret about the New York trip, so William had less time to pack. She also waited until he had lived as his feminine half for a day, which they had accomplished.

		

		“What’s that, Elaine? You going to let me—?”

		

		“I told you no about that last night,” she said. William had begged her for vaginal sex, but she wanted a man to fuck her. Not Cassandra. William was more like a girlfriend in her eyes. A guy she could love and share her intimate secrets with, but Elaine wasn’t positive she wanted William penetrating her. Not after what they had done together. It was a possibility, but the mood had yet to strike.

		

		“I have a trip to New York on Wednesday, and I want you to come with me. You would have to take off until the following Monday, but we would have an outstanding time. I hope you can make it,” she said.

		

		Elaine took her dirty dish to the sink and grabbed her pack of cigarettes from the counter. William had vacation days but was always afraid to use them. William followed Elaine out to the balcony. “Why didn’t you tell me before today? When did you find out?”

		

		“Doesn’t matter, William. Are you coming or not?”

		

		“What if I need my vacation days for something else?”

		

		“Is there anything more important than fulfilling my desires, William? I didn’t think of you as a man to disappoint, but my assessments may have been miscalculated.”

		

		“No, it’s not that, Elaine.”

		

		“What is it, William? Have I not satisfied you as a companion? If not, then I don’t think we have much of a future,” Elaine said as she blew out a cloud of smoke.

		

		William didn’t want to lose Elaine again, so he swallowed and told her he would tell his boss first thing in the morning. He knew Chip would give him shit about missing work, but William didn’t have a choice. He had to go to New York with Elaine.

		

		“I knew you wouldn’t let me down, William. Now, go wash the dishes and gather your things. I want to shower and relax before the workweek starts tomorrow.”

		

		“Right away,” said William. He went and cleaned as much as he could before awkwardly hugging Elaine goodbye. The shower was running before he got to his apartment down the hall.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER EIGHT

		

		Skyscrapers filled the skyline. William had never seen so many buildings in such a condescend space. Elaine was changing into a conservative dress for her dinner meeting with clients. She was leaving him alone for the evening, which was making William anxious.

		

		“Why can’t I come with you? I brought a nice men’s outfit,” said William.

		

		Elaine waved her hand. She was busy fixing herself in the mirror, tucking tiny diamonds into her earlobes. “A woman with a man on her arm look weak. You wouldn’t want them thinking I’m a pushover, would you?”

		

		William only wanted Elaine to succeed in all her ventures. “No, but—”

		

		“There’s nothing to discuss William. Why don’t you practice putting on your makeup? You could even walk down the street and buy us snacks for later tonight. I’ll bring back any leftovers,” she said. Elaine ran lipstick over her lips and checked herself one last time before grabbing her purse. They had arranged for a taxi to pick her up in five minutes. “I’ll see you later. Order food to the room if you don’t want to leave. The night is yours,” she said. Elaine kissed William on the cheek before leaving.

		

		The emptiness of the room engulfed William for several minutes as he lay on the bed and considered walking a city block as Cassandra, but what if he got beaten and kidnapped? He had heard horror stories of New York City and didn’t want to take any chances. He was already worried enough about Elaine venturing off to some dinner with men he didn’t know.

		

		William took deep breaths to calm himself and checked the hotel restaurant’s menu. The prices were much more than he’d ever consider spending in Kansas City, but he was on vacation. William undressed until he was down to nothing but a lacey white thong. He pressed down on his erection using his thumb, pushing along its length.

		

		There was no reason he had to leave the room. He ordered some pasta and french fries from the menu. He turned on the television. The news was playing, so he turned it to a low volume. William’s mind wondered as he waited for the food to arrive, which he had charged to the room.

		

		William’s hand wrapped around his dripping cock. He used the precum as a lubrication, stroking himself as the city sang in the background. His back arched as he imagined transforming himself to Cassandra. As he pictured the makeup brush dusting foundation on his face, highlighting his cheeks. He wanted Elaine there with him to help make sure he didn’t look like a fool.

		

		Monday and Tuesday William had tried to transform himself with minimal success. His makeup skills were lackluster. He couldn’t stuff his bra without lumps showing. William had cried in the bathroom each night, beating his fists on the vinyl flooring. Now that he and Elaine were together, she could help him reach his fullest potential.

		

		Someone knocked. William rushed to put on his pants, stumbling toward the door. “Coming,” he said. William opened the door shirtless. A man handed him the pasta and french fries. William gave him a quarter as a tip. William stroked his cock between bites as he watched the sitcom that aired after the news ended.

		

		William finished his dinner. He turned his full attention to his stiffness. He spat into his hand, rubbing his dick with a tight grip. William’s toes curled as he erupted all over his abs and chest. More cum ran down his dick, staining the lace fabric that hugged his package.

		

		William didn’t move as he enjoyed the euphoria of his orgasm. Dirty dishes resting on the side table. The TV still humming in the background against the noisy city. William cleaned himself after a while and passed out before Elaine returned from her dinner.

		

		***

		

		William spent Thursday walking around New York City in men’s clothing as Elaine explored potential locations for KC Gifts & Chocolate. Her company was growing at an exponential rate, and it was exciting to witness, even if it kept Elaine away from William.

		

		After work Thursday, Elaine returned to the hotel to find William lounging in a black thong with his hand around his dick. Elaine had purchased a bottle of nail polish. She wanted to see William squirm after a long day of working businessmen with her feminine charms. Dominic didn’t have to worry because New York would have their very first KC Gifts & Chocolate by the following summer.

		

		“We’re painting our nails,” Elaine announced before disappearing into the bathroom. She took a shower and came out with a clean face and robe wrapped around her slender frame. Her hair wet and stringy. William wondered if he should grow his hair. Plenty of men had long locks.

		

		Elaine had purchased a pink polish the shade of flamingos. She sat on the edge of the bed, staring out to the city lights. William scooted closer to her. The sun was still high in the sky but sinking. They had a west-facing window, and the disappearing sun cast brilliant purples and oranges against the skyscrapers.

		

		“Isn’t it amazing?” asked Elaine.

		

		“Not as much as you,” he said.

		

		“Rub my shoulders.”

		

		William gripped Elaine’s tender flesh, rolling his thumbs into the groves of her shoulder muscles. She was tense after running around the city. “How were the meetings?”

		

		“Fine,” she said. “KC Gifts & Chocolate sells itself, but I can’t ever tell Dominic. He hates how much power I have over him, and he thinks I’m a genius, but it was more about being in the right places at the right time, and his father loved me. He probably had inappropriate feelings, but who am I to complain?”

		

		“Nobody should take advantage of you,” said William. He moved his hands down Elaine’s tense back, removing knots where he could. She ran a brush through her hair as he massaged.

		

		“Mr. Church never acted inappropriately,” said Elaine. She had a fondness for Dominic’s father. Even though she hated that he would never accept his son Dominic as gay, Mr. Church had always been an endearing boss. He never once acted condescending toward her just because she was a woman. If it wasn’t for Clark Church, Elaine would never have risen to a prominent position in the company. “Let’s paint our nails.”

		

		William nodded and shifted so he and Elaine were sitting beside each other. She shook the bottle of polish. “I’ll do you first,” she said.

		

		“You want me to paint your nails? What if I mess up?”

		

		She shrugged. “You probably will a little bit, but there’s nothing wrong with a mistake on your first attempt. I’m positive we’ll be doing this more than once.”

		

		“I hope so,” said William. He watched as Elaine spread polish on his bare nails, turning them as pink as the sunset in the distance. William’s stomach growled as she worked. “Should we order room service?”

		

		Elaine laughed, “are you kidding? Cassandra has to come out to play! I didn’t bring you to the city for nothing,” she said.

		

		It didn’t take long for Elaine to finish. William hadn’t even processed the thought of leaving the comfort of their hotel room as Cassandra. He had been out all day, but as William. People hadn’t looked twice at him as he struggled to use the subway and navigate around the city. The locals must have been used to tourists fumbling with maps, hand cupped over their eyes to read street signs.

		

		“Don’t worry, William. I saw the perfect restaurant around the corner. It’s dark and classy.”

		

		“I can’t afford classy,” he said, using any argument he could to avoid venturing from the hotel as Cassandra.

		

		“Dominic is paying for everything,” she said. “I just have to buy the alcohol separately. He wants detailed receipts. Cheap bastard.”

		

		William’s hands shook as he painted Elaine’s nails. She reprimanded him with harsh words when he got the polish on her skin. After an hour of struggles and back and forth, William had become Cassandra.

		

		She was wearing a long black dress with sleeves and red three-inch pumps. Elaine had convinced her to wear a red lip to match the shoes. She borrowed a necklace from Elaine. It had a small diamond pendant within a silver flower. Elaine was wearing hip huggers and a flowery blouse, streams of jumbled fabric where the buttons meet.

		

		“How do you feel?”

		

		“Like I’ll vomit the second we walk out that door,” Cassandra said. As much as William had always dreamed of dining in a restaurant as a woman, as Cassandra, how could he go through with it? New York wasn’t known as a ‘safe’ city. Every time William saw or heard about the city was because of drugs or murder. Taking the subway had been more than enough adventure for one day. He didn’t feel he could pass as Cassandra with the sadness enveloping his soul.

		

		“I’ll be with you every step of the way,” said Elaine. She hooked her arm with William’s.

		

		He wanted to be Cassandra, but the wig felt heavy. False. The dress suffocated him. The painted nails and makeup were burning. His thong tighter than a rubber band wrapped around his finger nine times.

		

		“Cassandra, what’s wrong? You aren’t going to make me eat alone, are you?”

		

		Hearing Elaine use her name, Cassandra resurfaced. She took a deep breath to expel her masculine insecurities. “Let’s go, darling,” she said, falling into character. The fabric on her skin had turned from scolding to soothing. The wig went from heavy to airy. If she didn’t feel fabulous, nobody would see her as such.

		

		They stepped into the elevator moments later, and Cassandra took deep breaths to keep the worrying at bay. She couldn’t ruin a romantic dinner with Elaine. They were on vacation. Nobody knew her in the city.

		

		The restaurant was as dark as Elaine had promised. The maitre d’ took their names. There was a small wait, but nobody seemed to notice the man hiding under Cassandra’s outer layer. After the moment of anxiety passed, Cassandra relished that she was hiding in plain sight. That nobody knew better. The host returned and said there would be a longer wait on the table.

		

		“We’re stepping outside for a cigarette. Don’t give our table to anyone else,” Elaine said to the man.

		

		“Of course not,” he said.

		

		Cassandra followed Elaine outside. Elaine lit a cigarette. Pedestrians passed them, which gave Cassandra a rush. She met a man’s eyes, recognizing the lust they held. She had never imagined a man would look at her in such a way, but it exhilarated her, even if she wasn’t attracted to him. Teasing men was enough stimulation. Cassandra knew Elaine wouldn’t sleep without using her mouth.

		

		“Your table is ready,” the host said.

		

		Elaine tossed her cigarette. It rolled to where the street and sidewalk met. Cassandra and Elaine followed the host through the restaurant. More male eyes assessed the two women as they journeyed to their table.

		

		“How are you feeling?” asked Elaine. She pulled the ashtray closer to her and lit a new cigarette, not satisfied with the amount of time she had to smoke outside.

		

		“Excellent. I don’t think anyone knows,” said Cassandra. She was making flirtatious eye contact with a man across the room sitting with a woman, but who was Cassandra to care? Eye contact was perfectly innocent.

		

		“Why would they, Cassandra? Should we order a bottle of white?”

		

		“I thought Dominic wasn’t paying for alcohol?”

		

		“He isn’t. You are,” she said.

		

		Cassandra’s heart sank. She didn’t have money for wine, but Elaine had already paid for so much. It was the least she could do. “We’re ordering the cheapest one.”

		

		“Okay, but that means I’ll choose what you’ll eat.”

		

		Cassandra felt as though she was standing on a wooden bridge held together by frayed rope and missing several slats of wood. Elaine’s control over her was growing, and Cassandra wasn’t sure what to do about it. She didn’t want to get walked on like a bridge, but how could she tell Elaine ‘no’ after she had shown such generosity and understanding? Cassandra didn’t care what she ate, anyway.

		

		When the waiter came, Elaine ordered the cheapest bottle of Chardonnay and two meals. She chose a steak for her and a chef salad for Cassandra.

		

		The moment faded from Cassandra’s mind as she continued making eye contact with random men around the room. Two guys who looked like they were having a business dinner sent over martinis. Elaine and Cassandra drank them without even going over to say ‘hello’.

		

		Elaine smoked cigarettes as they finished the bottle of wine that had been interrupted by free vodka. Cassandra was more than satisfied by her salad, and Elaine had even shared a bite of her steak. There was no reason to complain. Elaine deciding had even been romantic. Cassandra wouldn’t make a big deal about it when she was so happy with everything else.

		

		“Let’s get out of here,” Elaine said when they had finished the wine. They went back to the hotel where Elaine used Cassandra’s lips as dessert. Elaine went to take a shower as Cassandra came on her thong.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER NINE

		

		Elaine relaxed after leaving her final meeting with the New York investors. She would have to call them in the morning, but they were more than satisfied with her presentation. The sun was waning to the west, and the moon was rising in the east, not yet visible.

		

		Walking into a bar, Elaine greeted the man working as a host. He showed her to a stool where a handsome stranger sat to her right. He was drinking a martini in a rocks glass from the looks of it. Elaine ran her fingers through her hair, letting it fall onto her left shoulder. Her earring glistened. It caught the man’s attention.

		

		“Didn’t think I would see a foxy mama today, but it’s a welcome surprise,” the man said as he turned his attention to Elaine.

		

		She ignored him, even though his words had flattered her. Stirred her. He was much manlier than William. The aggressive behavior was a welcome change. “I’ll take a beer. Do you have anything German?”

		

		The bartender opened a bottle of a blonde beer, pouring it in a tall glass for her.

		

		“So, you’re worldly too? I see you don’t have a ring on your finger,” the man said.

		

		Elaine sipped her beer. This man must have been a casanova of sorts. Elaine could only imagine his Rolodex of numbers. He could probably call a different woman every night of the week with that muscular frame attached to his handsome face.

		

		“Ah, so you like to make a man work hard?”

		

		“I didn’t know you were working,” Elaine said. She turned her head to reveal her smirk. The man ran his palms over his knuckles.

		

		“What’s your name, Miss?”

		

		“Elaine. You?”

		

		“Kevin Tucker,” he said. “Do you have a surname?”

		

		“Would it matter if I told you?” she asked. Kevin’s face twisted in a delightfully funny manner. Elaine chuckled into the bubbles of her beer. “My last name is Clark,” she said. “I’m waiting for my boyfriend to arrive.”

		

		“He’s a lucky man, but I can steal you until he puts a ring on your finger.”

		

		“That’s rather presumptuous, Kevin. What does a man with a watch like that do for a living?” she asked, pointing to his wrist. Few men in Kansas City dressed as well as Kevin, and his confidence was intoxicating. Elaine could have played hard-to-get all night.

		

		“I’m at the top of the food chain for a shipping company,” he said.

		

		“I run the human relations department for KC Gifts & Chocolate.”

		

		“It’s hard for people like us to climb the ladder,” he said, referring to his blackness and her womanhood. Kevin was as dark as night, but Elaine found his shimmering skin and thick lips seductive. She wanted to feel his hands on her body. His fingers between her thighs.

		

		They clinked their glasses together, and Kevin ordered another martini on the rocks. They chatted about work, but sexual attraction laced every word of each sentence. Elaine could have taken him in the bathroom had she not been at such a classy bar, and men acted better behaved if they had to wait for the prize. She wondered if William would enjoy watching. Would Cassandra want to suck dick? Possibilities popped into her mind.

		

		“So, when is the boyfriend coming?” asked Kevin.

		

		Elaine took Kevin’s hand, rolling his wrist to peek at his watch. “He should be here soon.”

		

		“Then let me buy your drinks before he gets here.”

		

		“Okay,” she said. Elaine wasn’t the type to turn down a free drink, especially from a man who made her want to drop to her knees. His pants were tight, and there was more than enough pressed against Kevin’s thigh from what Elaine could see. The bartender brought over a bill. Kevin paid cash.

		

		“I have a date tonight, but what are you doing tomorrow? How long are you in town?”

		

		“I fly back to Kansas City on Sunday,” she said. Elaine didn’t want to leave the city now that she had met Kevin, but Dominic would throw a fit if she wasn’t back in the office.

		

		Kevin pulled a business card from his wallet, sliding it on the bar top. He leaned over to whisper in Elaine’s ear. “Call me tomorrow, and we can meet at a club.” Elaine nodded as Kevin pressed his soft lips against her cheek. Her heart beat fast. Her body turned hot. “Bye, Elaine,” Kevin said before walking out the bar.

		

		When Elaine caught up with herself and turned her attention to the door where Kevin had exited, William was standing there. He had a shocked expression on his face. Elaine couldn’t wipe the smile from hers. She didn’t feel guilty.

		

		William was heartbroken as he walked over to Elaine. All he could think about was her ex, Marcus. Now there was this stranger who had just left the bar and stood a head taller than William. His shoulders wider than William’s. William couldn’t deny the masculinity that had radiated from his aura.

		

		“Who was that?” William asked Elaine when he reached the bar.

		

		“Kevin,” Elaine said. A soft laughter followed her words. William could have vomited, but Elaine’s leer balanced him. He wouldn’t embarrass himself or lose his chill.

		

		“Why did Kevin kiss you on the cheek?”

		

		“He was just being a gentleman, William. He knew very well I have a boyfriend, so will you sit down and order a drink?” William hesitated, but Elaine pushed down his shoulder for him to hurry. “What are you having, William? The barman is waiting,” she said. William ordered the same beer as Elaine without even asking what kind it was.

		

		“I think Cassandra should experience the city tomorrow, wouldn’t you agree?” she asked.

		

		Who was William to argue? They moved from the bar to a table. Elaine ordered their dinners, and William did his best to forget about Kevin and enjoy Elaine’s company. He couldn’t wait to spend the day as Cassandra.

		

		***

		

		Cassandra held her shoulders back and walked with confidence by Elaine’s side. They were girlfriends exploring a new city. Successful businesswomen who wore dresses and heels. Elaine had dressed up, and Cassandra loved wearing a classic look. She wished it were fall so she could add a jacket and other layers. Elaine had lent her a gold necklace. Her makeup hid all the hard, masculine lines. Some streets were crowded and others were quiet as they strolled through the city.

		

		Elaine stopped, grabbing Cassandra’s arm. She pointed at a dress hanging from a mannequin in the store window. It was floral and flowed like leaves falling from a tree. Elaine pulled Cassandra inside. She tried on the dress, but it was much too expensive. It cost more than her rent. They stumbled back out to the tranquil street, laughing as they held one another.

		

		“Who would ever spend that much on a dress? I could find a tailor to sew me one cheaper back in Kansas City,” Elaine said.

		

		Cassandra noticed men staring at them as they wandered down the sidewalk with their arms linked. Cassandra couldn’t stop catching glimpses of herself in the reflective glass storefronts offered. She wouldn’t have recognized herself if she saw a photo. To the stranger’s eye, she was just another woman. Makeup could work magic in the right hands.

		

		“What did you want to do today?”

		

		Elaine shrugged. “We could visit museums. That’s all anyone talks about when they mention New York.”

		

		Cassandra nodded, and they went to the closest art museum they could find, but both women were bored out of their minds after ten minutes of walking in circles. Elaine chuckled as she asked, “why did we ever come here? What a snooze.”

		

		They went outside, hailed a taxi, and went straight to the Empire State Building. They stood at the top, pointing out bits of the city. Their heels clicking against the flooring of the 86th floor. “What a rush,” Cassandra said as the elevator carried them to the ground floor.

		

		“Let’s visit the park,” said Elaine.

		

		They took a taxi to the periphery of Central Park. As they made their way deeper into the park, it was as though they had entered a distinctive, more tranquil world. They talked about how Elaine had secured a deal with the New York investors. She hoped Dominic would send another bonus her way. Cassandra hadn’t missed the auto shop, as she was a world away living her wildest fantasy.

		

		“How are you feeling?” asked Elaine.

		

		“Incredible. I’ve never felt this free. I can’t believe people can’t see through the illusion,” said Cassandra.

		

		“It’s your confidence, dear. You walk with your head high and don’t let your thoughts bring you down.”

		

		Cassandra turned to show Elaine her smile. She couldn’t hide how her heart skipped beats every time she glanced down at her painted nails. Each time her heels clicked against the sidewalk or when horny taxi drivers would check out her cleavage in the mirror. They had perfected the art of bra stuffing. Cassandra never wanted to leave the city now that she was sharing it with Elaine. Now that she had experienced the sensations of womanhood.

		

		Birds flew about the canopy of leaves as they walked along the trail in Central Park. Elaine had been thinking about Kevin. His lips against her cheek. How the muscles in his hand had tightened when he gripped his drink. Elaine directed Cassandra to a bench. She had to tell her about the party.

		

		“Cassandra,” she said.

		

		“Yes?”

		

		A group of businessmen walking through the park whistled as they passed. Elaine scooted closer to Cassandra, placing a hand on her thigh. She ran the tips of her fingers along the nylon fabric of Cassandra’s stockings. The men nearly fell over like pins in a bowling alley. Elaine laughed. Cassandra joined her.

		

		“You remember the man from the bar last night?”

		

		Cassandra frowned. “How could I forget?” she asked.

		

		“Wasn’t he handsome?”

		

		“I suppose.”

		

		“Don’t be jealous. You know I love when you pleasure me with those lips,” Elaine said. She leaned over to kiss Cassandra. “But I just need a strong man to fuck me. Tear me apart. Oh my, you should have seen the bulge running down Kevin’s thigh.”

		

		Cassandra was growing hot at Elaine’s words. She didn’t want to feel jealous, but she had been dying to fuck Elaine again since they talked in the laundry room. She wanted to pleasure Elaine as a man but also loved being her best girlfriend. Cassandra didn’t blame her for wanting an alpha like Kevin. He was oozing masculinity in a way Cassandra never could because the woman inside her was so strong.

		

		“He invited us to a party tonight. It’ll be the best night of your life,” she said.

		

		Cassandra knew she wouldn’t argue with Elaine. She would follow her into the night. Stand by Elaine’s side, living her night as a woman, as Kevin touched her how he pleased. “Can’t wait.”

		

		Elaine squealed. “I’m stoked, Cassandra. The party will be off the hook. Just you wait.” Cassandra’s stomach growled. Elaine rubbed it. “Awe, you poor thing. Let’s get some lunch and afternoon cocktails and nap before the party. Trust me, you’ll need it.”

		

		Cassandra rubbed her hands together, smiling softly. They found a bar a few streets behind the nearest park exit.

		

		***

		

		Cassandra stirred. The cocktails at lunch had sent her into a state of nothingness. Waking up from a world without dreams as a woman was a rebirth. Two small hills on her chest. Hair hanging past her shoulders. A groggy sense of reality. The noise of city traffic brought Cassandra back to reality.

		

		Elaine was standing in the mirror, curling the tips of her hair so they looked like curved feathers. She was wearing tight jeans and no top. She hadn’t put on a bra either. Cassandra couldn’t help but notice the perfection of Elaine’s nipples. Her eyes focusing on them through the mirror. “You’re awake! What a sleepyhead you are, Cassandra. We have to leave for the club soon,” she said.

		

		Cassandra groaned. Elaine placed her curling iron to the side and went over to her. She beat her hand on the bed and did a little dance. “Oh, come on. You know you wanna feel some disco in your bones,” said Elaine.

		

		“Why don’t you go without me? You’re just going to leave me for Kevin when we get there,” Cassandra said with sass. She turned away from Elaine to stare out the window. Elaine rubbed Cassandra’s back. She was still wearing the dress from the morning. They had gotten lost on the way back to the hotel after lunch and crashed when they finally made it after consulting countless maps and strangers.

		

		Elaine pouted. She had been thinking about Kevin all day. Imagining his dick spreading her pussy lips more than they had ever been. She wanted to take him however he wanted to give it. Cassandra had to understand it was hard to want the same from her. “We’ll be girlfriends on the dance floor. Don’t you want to have a guy dance with you?”

		

		Cassandra shrugged. She still had her back to Elaine. “I want you.”

		

		“You have me, Cassandra, but you have to understand,” she said, pausing. Silence fell between them. “I have other needs, baby. I need a powerful man to fuck me.”

		

		“I can be that person,” said Cassandra. “Why can’t I be both?”

		

		“Well, you just aren’t that person, Cassandra. William is timid. He’s one to hide in the shadows and avoid confrontation. I enjoy my time with him, but he doesn’t rev me up like Kevin.”

		

		Cassandra felt a tear slide down her cheek, but she had to stay strong. Elaine gave her more than any other woman ever had, and she didn’t want to lose her. If Elaine could have other men, then why couldn’t William have other women if he needed to express his masculine side? Cassandra rolled over to face Elaine. She brushed her hand against Cassandra’s cheek. “Get up, baby. We have to get to the disco,” she said.

		

		Cassandra nodded and threw the cover from her body.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER TEN

		

		Music by Herbie Mann was playing over the speaker as Cassandra and Elaine stepped in the club. The air was hot, steamy with the sweat of everyone. They danced their way through the crowd to the bar. A couple guys tried to buy them drinks, but Elaine refused. “We can’t settle for the first men who offer us a drink,” she said.

		

		Cassandra didn’t care. She accepted the whiskey on the rocks. They clinked their glasses together. Elaine swayed her hips, pulling Cassandra closer to the dance floor. Cassandra wasn’t in the mood to dance. She felt out of place with so many sweaty bodies inches from her own. She broke contact with Elaine, retreating to the wall.

		

		Elaine turned and saw an empty space behind her, people filling the spot Cassandra had occupied before her escape. Elaine wanted to dance, but she needed her girlfriend. Kevin had yet to appear. She was sure she would find him in no time. The crowd at the club in New York was a fondue pot of people, a delightful surprise compared to the mostly segregated clubs in Kansas City.

		

		“Why did you disappear?” Elaine asked when she caught up to Cassandra.

		

		Cassandra shrugged as a response. She turned her head to the right, and a handsome man winked at her. She sighed. The delights of male attention had soured. The song switched. Shirley & Company filled the club. Some cheered the change. Elaine rocked her hips as she stared into Cassandra’s eyes, sipping her drink.

		

		When the hook came, Elaine sang while pointing at Cassandra:

		

		Shame shame shame

		

		Hey!

		

		Shame on you

		

		If you can’t dance, too

		

		Elaine continued singing, teasing Cassandra with the lyrics of the song. Cassandra couldn’t help but grin. She released her inhibitions, threw her arms in the air, and danced to the disco music. She bent her knees, the tips of her tall boots scraping against them as she swayed her backside. She lifted her hand, rubbing it through her hair and down her front side. Cassandra was wearing a white shirt dress with two panels of sunflower fabric. Her yellow boots matched them. Her makeup and wig hid whatever traces of masculinity there were.

		

		“That’s my girl,” Elaine cheered.

		

		A hand snaked around her front side. She pushed it away from her stomach until she heard the seductive bass of Kevin’s voice, “I knew I’d find my foxy mama here,” he said.

		

		No man had gotten Elaine wet as quickly in her life as Kevin did then. She relaxed, throwing her hand around the back of Kevin’s neck. His lips pressed into her neck. Her nostrils flared as he sniffed her. Elaine smelled of soap and flowers with an undertone of sweaty heat. Desire seeping through her pores. She pulled her back in, pressing her ass against Kevin’s bulge. He gripped her waist tighter.

		

		“Don’t start what you can’t finish,” he whispered into her ear.

		

		“I leave in the morning. It’s tonight or never,” she said. Elaine was dripping as Kevin ran his hand to the waistline of her jeans. She moaned as it slid beneath the denim fabric. Kevin rubbed her spot as her eyes lost focus. She became wax running down the side of a candle. The world was an illusion until Cassandra cleared her throat. “Oh, Kevin. This is my friend Cassandra,” said Elaine.

		

		Kevin had his chin against Elaine’s ear. His hands wrapped around her body. “Nice to meet you, Cassandra,” he said. She was pretty but didn’t hold a flame to Elaine. “Are you two staying together?”

		

		Elaine bit her bottom lip and nodded. She was as light as a snowflake falling through the air. She turned her head and pulled Kevin’s mouth to hers.

		

		Kevin watched Cassandra as he kissed Elaine. He thought about taking them both at the same time. They only had tonight. When would he ever see these women again? Kevin broke the kiss. He spoke so that only Elaine could hear him. “Should we make tonight count?”

		

		“What did you have in mind?”

		

		“You and your girlfriend. We could have a party,” he said. “Why don’t you ask her what she thinks?”

		

		Elaine nodded. She grabbed Cassandra and led her to the women’s restroom. They went into a stall together. The bathroom was noisy and filled with women who hadn’t looked twice at Cassandra’s feminized body. She would cherish moments from her first full day as a woman for the rest of her life.

		

		“He wants both of us,” said Elaine.

		

		“What?” Her voice carried through the bathroom, but it didn’t take more than a beat for conversations to continue.

		

		“Just suck his dick, and I’ll make it worth it when he leaves,” she said.

		

		“I… I don’t know,” said Cassandra. She had never considered sucking a dick, but something in her stirred at the idea. She knew Kevin wasn’t lacking in the manhood department. The word ‘no’ was forming in her mouth until Elaine’s pout changed her mind. She couldn’t deny her woman a night of pleasure, even if it wasn’t Cassandra’s fantasy. “Okay, I’ll suck his dick, but you have to help.”

		

		“Deal,” she said. They went to find Kevin and took the first taxi they could find back to the hotel.

		

		***

		

		“Get on your knees,” Kevin said to Cassandra as Elaine was removing his shirt. They had only turned on the lamp in the corner of the room, casting seductive shadows against the walls. Cassandra’s hands trembled as she got to her knees and unbuttoned Kevin’s pants. He was commanding them both with authority.

		

		Cassandra pulled the pants from Kevin’s thighs. His pubic area trimmed. His dick long. Leaking. The shadow of it could have been a python if it weren’t for the roundness of his backside. He placed his hand at the back of Cassandra’s head and told her to part her lips. She listened, sucking the first dick of her life.

		

		Kevin’s dick pressed into Cassandra’s throat as he held the back of her head. Cassandra choked on his extension when he lifted Elaine into his arms, threw her on the bed, and stepped forward. Elaine giggled and squealed as Kevin removed her jeans. Cassandra focused on his dick, trying to swallow every inch she could. Her sissy cock was throbbing beneath her dress, begging to come out. She squeezed her thighs together to hide its shape.

		

		Elaine threw her arms above her head. She moaned as Kevin moved his tongue over her pussy. He had no issues stimulating her clit. She gripped the sheets and tightened her legs around Kevin’s neck. Kevin groaned into her pussy as he lapped up her womanly nectar. He fucked Cassandra’s mouth as though it were Elaine’s hole. He broke contact with Elaine to concentrate on the pleasure of Cassandra’s oral services.

		

		“Fuck,” he said. Kevin used his fingers on Elaine as he fucked Cassandra’s face harder. She was propped up against the bed and said nothing as her head slammed against the mattress from Kevin’s force.

		

		“I need that dick,” moaned Elaine. She was rubbing her clit as Kevin fingered her. She used her free hand to undo her shirt and expose her breasts. Cassandra was struggling to keep her erection from popping out of the thong.

		

		Kevin pulled out of Cassandra’s mouth and stood tall so Elaine could admire his manhood. She lifted her legs in the air and said, “this is your pussy, Kevin. Fuck my hole,” she said.

		

		“You have a condom?” he asked.

		

		She nodded and pulled out the box she had bought on their afternoon walk home. She had been thinking about Kevin while they were lost. Kevin ripped open the box. He rolled a condom over his dick. Elaine was dripping wet and touching herself. Moaning, begging for Kevin to slide into her. Cassandra hadn’t moved.

		

		“Why don’t you get naked and ready for you turn?” he asked, looking down at Cassandra. “I wanna fuck two pussies tonight.”

		

		Cassandra swallowed. Elaine spoke before she could say anything. “She only likes oral. Don’t worry, baby. I’m all you’ll need.”

		

		Cassandra focused on the light spilling across the floor. She just wanted to escape. Kevin had already pushed his dick into Elaine, which was something Cassandra had been dreaming about for weeks. She couldn’t contain her jealousy. She needed to escape. Cassandra stood, and her dick popped out from the thong. Her dress had turned into a tent. Kevin turned his head toward her and instantly reacted.

		

		“What. The. Fuck! What the fuck! Someone tell me I’m seeing shit because it looks like your girl has a dick!” Kevin said, pointing at Elaine.

		

		Elaine narrowed her eyes at Cassandra. Cassandra ran to the bathroom and locked the door. Kevin was shouting. Screaming profanities. Elaine was begging him to stay, but the bedroom door slammed shut a minute later.

		

		“Get out here!” yelled Elaine. Cassandra took five minutes to exit the bathroom.

		

		“I’m sorry,” she said, her head down. The sadness in her voice was heartbreaking.

		

		“No, it’s okay. We shouldn’t have lied to Kevin. I think he was just shocked more than anything. Upset by the deception,” she said, rubbing Cassandra’s back. Elaine pressed her lips against Cassandra’s neck. Her hand traveled down Cassandra’s back. She reached it under her dress, gripping her stiff erection.

		

		“You aren’t angry?”

		

		Elaine shrugged. “I still have a dick to use, if you’re willing.”

		

		Cassandra couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She gripped Elaine’s hand and led her to the bed, but Elaine stopped her. “No, Cassandra. I’m in charge,” she said, taking the lead.

		

		Elaine threw Cassandra to her back on the mattress. She lifted her dress and removed her thong. Elaine placed a condom on Cassandra’s thick cock. She wasn’t as big as Kevin, but her dick was more than enough. It looked delicious as she stroked it with her pussy juices.

		

		Elaine straddled Cassandra. She lifted her hips, sliding down her dick. Cassandra savored the warmth encasing her extension. She cherished each movement of Elaine’s hips until they came in unison. A natural high permeated their bodies.

		

		Cassandra held Elaine all night. No matter what happened tomorrow, she would always have today. The smell of Elaine’s hair in her nostrils. Her naked body pressed against Cassandra’s. City lights glistening all night.

		

		“I love you,” said Cassandra, but Elaine had already fallen asleep. Her reply was a soft snore. Cassandra grinned and let sleep take her.
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		CHAPTER ELEVEN

		

		It was the spring of 1976. A year had passed since Elaine took William to New York, but he still loved to talk about the vacation. They had since traveled to Los Angeles, St. Louis, and Chicago, where William spent weekends as Cassandra. They would go out in Kansas City too, if the mood felt right. Cassandra could pass with ease in a low-lit room.

		

		Elaine was sitting in her office, flipping through a magazine. Her feet were on the desk. Her blinds closed. Elaine’s phone rang. Linda’s voice sung through the distance.

		

		“What are you doing? Have a drink with me after work,” said Linda. They had become fast friends after Elaine went shoe shopping with William one day. They often met in the city before returning to their respective suburbs. Linda lived north of the city. Elaine west.

		

		“The usual place?” asked Elaine.

		

		“Yes. See you at five thirty,” she said. The line went dead, and Elaine placed her phone back on the receiver. Elaine hadn’t left the office early since Dominic talked to her, so she was counting down the minutes until a martini would kiss her lips. Plus, Linda had to earn every dollar she could before closing.

		

		Since the deals in LA and New York, KC Gifts & Chocolate had opened several stores across the country. There were far more businesspeople willing to shell out big bucks for a franchise than Dominic was willing to offer. It was Elaine’s job to help him decide which owners were the best investments. Elaine had interviewed more rich people than she could count, but Dominic gave her handsome bonuses for the work.

		

		When the time came, Elaine walked out to the parking lot with her staff. The urge to smoke a cigarette was always the strongest after work, but she had mints to cut cravings. She popped one in her mouth and sucked. Linda had convinced her to quit a few months ago when they were drinking after work, and Elaine hadn’t smoked since.

		

		Linda was already waiting at their favorite table by the window when Elaine arrived. She hugged Linda, kissing her on the cheek. Linda was wearing her classic combination: a suit jacket with a matching skirt. Elaine had on flared jeans with heels. She had been wearing her hair with more volume too instead of straight. Linda had her hair pulled into a tight bun with a small hat sitting sideways on her head.

		

		They caught up about the work week as the bartender prepared their drinks. They ordered appetizers from the ‘specials’ board. Their martinis arrived. Elaine and Linda clinked their glasses together and said ‘cheers’.

		

		“How’s William?”

		

		“Hopefully cooking dinner,” she said. The women snickered. “Joel?”

		

		“If he knows what’s good, he’ll be doing the same thing. What woman wants to cook after work?”

		

		“Only the demented,” said Elaine.

		

		Joel and William both had full-time jobs, but they knew their places. Linda and Elaine were women of a different breed. Sure, they would cook sometimes, but the majority of the cooking and cleaning was performed by their sissies. Before meeting Linda, Elaine hadn’t been as dominant as she could have been, but Linda pushed her to grow. Elaine did the same for Linda. Together, they came up with new ways to thrill their sissy men.

		

		“You know what?” said Linda.

		

		“Hmm?”

		

		“Why don’t you and Cassandra come over next weekend? Our home is a safe place.”

		

		“But you live all the way on the north side of town.”

		

		“And? You don’t think I’ll make it worth it? Julie and Cassandra should have some fun at our expense. She has a big one,” said Linda, winking.

		

		William’s dick was plenty big. Elaine only used it in emergencies, but she enjoyed having the option. Maybe Julie would feel good sliding around inside her pussy. Elaine shrugged. “It’s a far drive.”

		

		“Julie will cook dinner and everything. It’s long overdue that you come to our house!”

		

		“Fine, I’ll come,” said Elaine.

		

		Linda grinned, sipping her martini. The waiter brought their appetizers. The women gossiped about work, their men, and dominance. They got odd looks, but neither cared. They were free and in charge of their lives. They also had dinners waiting for them at home. Dinners cooked by men who worshiped the ground they walked.

		

		“I’ll see you next week,” Elaine said standing outside her car. Linda was a few spots behind her.

		

		“Next week, darling,” she said. Linda kissed Elaine on the cheek and turned to leave.

		

		***

		

		“It smells delicious,” Elaine said as she entered her apartment. William had dressed as Cassandra. He must have done so while she was drinking with Linda. Some days he changed, others he didn’t. Elaine didn’t force him either way as long as he cooked dinner. “What did you make?”

		

		“Curry,” she said. Cassandra had bought an Indian cookbook when they went to Los Angeles and used it whenever she felt inspired.

		

		“Perfect. Do I have enough time to shower?” she asked.

		

		Cassandra nodded, and Elaine disappeared to the bathroom. Fifteen minutes later, she exited. The apartment smelled of moist air and soap mixed with Indian spices. Elaine was brushing her hair as Cassandra poured curry onto two mounds of rice. She had steamed broccoli for a side.

		

		“This looks incredible, Cass. Thanks,” she said. Elaine had started calling Cassandra ‘Cass’ during the fall of 1975. Cassandra didn’t mind. It was one syllable versus three, so Cassandra couldn’t argue with the name’s efficiency. They sat at the table, eating dinner like any other couple.

		

		“Linda and I had drinks after work.”

		

		“I was wondering what took you so long,” said Cassandra. “How is she?”

		

		Elaine passed on a few comments about the shoe store. Linda always had a story to tell. “She invited us to her house next week. She wants you to meet Julie,” she said.

		

		William had never met anyone like himself. He knew there were other men who had his tendencies, but they were like the letters of a language he couldn’t read. They were enigmas, and William would have preferred to never meet one but knew the day was coming.

		

		“Oh, does she? I guess that would be okay,” said Cassandra. Her stomach hurt. The thought of meeting Linda’s sissy made her nervous.

		

		“It’s nothing to be nervous about, Cass. You want to meet accepting friends, right?”

		

		Cassandra did. She loved her life with Elaine, but there were times it became lonely. Cassandra was William’s other half. She felt more alive as Cassandra, but society dumped guilt on her shoulders. Thinking about what her coworkers at the auto shop would think if they discovered her truth brought unrelenting shame.

		

		After dinner, Cassandra washed dishes and cleaned the kitchen as Elaine played records. She laid out several on the table so she wouldn’t have to think about what to choose next. Elaine thought about a cigarette but resisted the temptation to walk to the gas station down the road. Evenings after dinner were hard. There was nothing like holding a cigarette between her fingers as food digested in her belly.

		

		“Cass, you wanna do anything tonight? I’ll check the paper for movie times,” she said.

		

		Cassandra felt hot water divide as it passed over her hands. Soap suds flowing off the plates. “There are so many teenagers on the weekend,” she said, sounding like Elaine a year ago. “Can’t we do something more low-key?”

		

		“What do you have in mind? Clubs are boring with all the suburbanites.”

		

		“I could give you some dessert,” she said. Cassandra’s dick hardened beneath her clad thong. She hadn’t fucked Elaine in months. She was always dying to slide into her warm cave, but Elaine preferred to use her mouth. It wasn’t the end of the world, but a girl could hope.

		

		“Oh, is that so?” asked Elaine. She stood from the sofa and walked over to Cassandra, wrapping her arms around her waist. She gripped Cassandra’s extension. It was leaking through to the top layer of fabric. “You’re always so horny, Cass. Why is that?”

		

		“You drive me wild,” she said.

		

		“Isn’t the anticipation better than the real thing? Don’t you enjoy how I can make you hard just by brushing your arm? If we had sex all the time, how would I drive you wild?”

		

		Cassandra swallowed. The water had grown hotter and was burning her hands, but she couldn’t move. Elaine’s breath on her ear was a form of paralysis. “I want you, Elaine. Please,” she said. Her voice broke, revealing the man desperate for pussy.

		

		Elaine laughed. “Wash the dishes, Cass. We’re going to the movies,” she said.

		

		Cassandra didn’t argue. They were out the door fifty minutes later to catch a late showing on the other side of the city. When they returned, Cassandra offered her dessert. Elaine came all over her face. Cassandra licked every drop before kissing Elaine goodbye, returning to her apartment to shower. She went to bed in boxers as William.

		

		He stared at the ceiling thinking of Elaine’s sleeping face, nothing but moonlight to see the softness of her expression. William wanted to have her. To feel inside her, but he couldn’t imagine his life with anyone else. At the end of the day, he loved Elaine. He would do whatever she needed. He knew he wouldn’t leave, even if she never used his dick again. This realization had hit him every time he thought he couldn’t continue. Every time he thought he would go out and find another woman.

		

		Over the weekend, Cassandra spent her days cooking and cleaning at Elaine’s. Elaine made Cassandra change before coming over so she had to walk down the hallway as a woman. Everyone knew where ‘William’ lived, but nobody knew ‘Cassandra’. Elaine laughed when she took too long to answer the door. A few people had seen Cassandra in the hallway, but she always hid her face in time. As long as nobody saw her leaving William’s apartment.

		

		The weekends were escapes before returning to work on Monday.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER TWELVE

		

		“I don’t want to go,” whined William. He was refusing to change to Cassandra and drive across town for a late lunch with Linda and Joel. Linda had just called, telling them she put the lasagna in the oven. Joel was cutting vegetables for a salad while William threw a tantrum.

		

		“We promised Linda. You were fine with our plans a week ago. What is happening with you, William?” asked Elaine. She was pinching her nose, doing everything she could to calm herself. William was acting ridiculous, and she had no time for his behavior. It took a lot of power to ignore the nicotine headache brewing.

		

		William was at a crossroads with Elaine. They had been together for a year, and he was losing himself in Cassandra. He loved his alter ego, but when was it too much? Today, meeting Joel was too much. He didn’t want another person to see him on the street and know his feminine tendencies. “There’s something wrong with me, Elaine. Joel too! We’re both sick fucks,” he said.

		

		Elaine crouched down by William’s side to rub his back. “There’s nothing wrong with you, William,” she said. “You know I love you. Don’t you enjoy living part of your life as Cass?”

		

		He shrugged. It didn’t matter what he enjoyed. “What we do is messed up, Elaine. I should be on top! I should be fucking you!”

		

		Elaine bit her lip, hiding her face. She could have laughed, but William was serious. He was in a fragile state, so she controlled herself. “Would you feel better changing there?”

		

		“Go without me, Elaine,” he said.

		

		“Grab some clothes. I’ll meet you in the car,” she said. “We can’t be rude to Linda. Who else is going to sell you shoes without judgment?”

		

		William knew he would want to visit Linda’s store again, no matter how he was feeling at the moment. A year ago, he had been hiding his fantasy while suffering. Now he wanted to retreat to that cave of isolation. Maybe he didn’t. Loving Elaine was the most confusing thing he had ever done.

		

		After another few minutes of coaxing, William was driving north to Linda’s home. They could smell the lasagna from outside as they approached her front door. A woman with olive skin opened the door. She had wavy hair that hung over her breasts and a knit dress that hugged her curves.

		

		“You made it!”

		

		“Is Linda here?” asked Elaine.

		

		“Yes, yes. Come in,” she said. They stepped inside, leaving their shoes at the door. “I’m Julie. You must be William and Elaine. Linda is in the backyard tending to some flowers.”

		

		“I’ll go find here. Julie, would you mind helping William change before dinner?”

		

		Julie tilted her head to the side. Her eyelashes fluttered as she took in William. His trim arms jetting out from the short sleeves. His round hips hugged by tight denim. Julie grabbed William’s wrist and pulled him upstairs. They entered a room with a vanity that could have been in a department store.

		

		“Linda told me your girl name is ‘Cassandra’.”

		

		“That’s right. Your boy name is ‘Joel’ from what I heard.”

		

		Julie laughed. She loved William’s sassy attitude. “I used to hate it too,” she said.

		

		“What are you talking about?”

		

		“That sense you’ve lost your manhood, but you haven’t. We’re lucky to have women who love and understand us.”

		

		“You’re senile,” said William. He didn’t want to talk about his insecurities with this stranger. “I can change on my own. I don’t need your help.”

		

		Julie squinted her eyes, leaning against the wall with one hand. She had on dark stockings under her dress. She doubted William had her makeup skills, but there was still work to do in the kitchen, so she shrugged. “I’ll come check on you in ten, okay?”

		

		William said nothing, narrowing his eyes through the mirror. Julie turned around and left the room. William unzipped the bag he had packed. There was makeup on the counter, but he didn’t want to use anything of Julie’s. She had a lot more experience crossdressing than he did from what he could tell, but there was no way he was asking that bitch for help.

		

		William pulled out his foundation but couldn’t move his hand. He stared at his face. He heard Elaine laughing in the backyard. Standing, he peeped out the window. She and Linda were sitting on a bench surrounded by flowers. He sat back down at the vanity but couldn’t concentrate.

		

		Julie appeared in the doorway a few minutes later. “Girl, what have you been doing?” Julie crossed the room. She looked at William through the mirror. Flawless makeup. Painted nails. Hair that smelled of fruity shampoo. A citrus perfume radiating from her skin. William felt envy and disdain. How could he want to be so much like this woman yet despise her for having the same desires?

		

		When William didn’t reply, Julie shook her hair. “Girl, get it together. Dinner is turning cold as we speak,” she said.

		

		“I don’t want to be Cassandra today,” he said.

		

		“Yeah, okay,” Julie said in a tone that suggested she didn’t believe William. “Look, the ladies are coming inside now, and they don’t want to wait on us. You can either accept who you are and cherish that you have a woman like Elaine, or you can live your life hiding. Do you really want to return to that darkness? I know it’s hard, but you have to let go of those chains holding you.”

		

		It was as though Julie was reading William’s mind. William wanted to escape his shame, but the conflict weighed on him like a crumbled building. “You know nothing about me, Julie.”

		

		Julie’s face bunched together as she tried to gather enough patience to deal with William’s whiny ass, but she took a deep breath and remembered Linda. Linda wouldn’t be happy if Cassandra didn’t make an appearance. “Look, William. You’re right. I don’t know you, but I know the hell we’ll pay if you don’t change right now.”

		

		William slammed his fists on the vanity top. “Fine. Let’s get this over with,” he said.

		

		Julie sighed relief. She grabbed the bag from the floor and took out the items she would need to transform William to Cassandra. From one glance, she could tell her foundation wasn’t the right shade. It was a touch too light for William’s skin. She had a darker foundation she could use to blend the two.

		

		“Let’s get you in this dress,” she said. “We can work on everything else after that.”

		

		William stripped down to the black thong he was wearing. No matter what happened, William knew he would always wear thongs. They were easy to hide and constricted his dick in the most pleasant ways. Julie stepped up to him, running her hand along the lace fabric. William jumped back, frightened by Julie’s touch. “What are you doing?”

		

		“Oh, calm down. I’ll have to touch you much more intimately than that if Linda has her way,” she said.

		

		William swallowed. Fooling around with Julie was another reason he hadn’t wanted to come. What if he enjoyed it? What if he liked sucking another sissy’s dick? The thought had crossed his mind, but he hadn’t sucked a cock since Kevin in New York. Elaine had occasional fun with other men, but William never joined.

		

		“Hurry, William. We have to get to downstairs,” she said. “Where are your pads?”

		

		William rose his eyebrow. “What are you talking about?”

		

		“The pads for your bra! You don’t walk around with a flat chest, do you?”

		

		“No, I stuff them with ripped up fabric,” he said, reaching for his bag

		

		Julie laughed harder than she had all day, bending down to grab her knees. “Oh my, wow. No wonder you’re so ashamed of yourself.”

		

		There was a chest of drawers on the opposite wall. Julie went over to it and came back with two liquid-filled breast forms. “These are marketed for breast cancer victims, bless their hearts, but us sissies can use them too.”

		

		William moved it around in his hand, amazed by the pad’s flexibility. “It goes in the bra?”

		

		“Yeah,” said Julie. “They’re much more realistic than lumpy bunches of fabric. Let me help you.” Julie adjusted William’s bra, stuffing them with the two liquid-filled forms. Julie placed her hands on William’s thin waist. “Your body is incredible. How do you stay so thin?”

		

		“Strict diet and exercise.”

		

		“You’ll have to teach me,” she said.

		

		“As long as you teach me how to do makeup,” said William.

		

		“Look who is coming around! It’s a deal! Now, let’s get Cassandra ready for dinner.”

		

		“Call me ‘Cass’,” he said.

		

		“You have tights, Cass?”

		

		She nodded and took them from her bag, pulling them up her legs. She had a long-sleeve dress made of satin fabric with a geometric design. Cassandra had a pair of flats to match the look but wouldn’t use them in the house. Julie patted the seat at her vanity for Cassandra to sit.

		

		Julie placed a wig cap and wig on Cassandra’s head. The fun part of transforming a masculine face to a feminine one. She also explained to Cassandra that she should consider buying a new foundation that matched her skin better. Cassandra was feeling more at ease about her sissy tendencies by the time her transformation was complete.

		

		“Yes, you have to teach me how to do makeup,” Cassandra said as she examined Julie’s flawless work. Her face had never appeared so feminine.

		

		“Now, let’s get downstairs to eat and enjoy ourselves, sassy Cass.”

		

		Cassandra fake slapped Julie on the shoulder, and they chuckled with linked arms as they made their way down the steps.

		

		***

		

		Elaine and Linda were sipping vodka on the rocks with skewers of olives when Cassandra and Julie appeared in the dining room. Elaine was howling at something Linda had said. Linda turned to the transformed sissies, a twinkle of dominance in her eye. She looked poised one-hundred percent of the time, which intimidated Cassandra.

		

		“Look who finally showed her face. You’re gorgeous, Cass,” she said.

		

		Elaine leaned against the back of her chair. Linda stood and crossed the room. Her perfume was more flowery than citrus. She carried herself differently outside the store. Professionalism had been replaced by aggressive dominance. “Your house is lovely,” said Cassandra.

		

		The smell of vodka was strong on Linda’s breath. “I hope you’re ready for dessert. Julie, serve us.”

		

		“Right away, Madam,” she said. Julie disappeared to the kitchen before bringing out a stack of plates. Cassandra offered to help, but Linda refused and insisted Julie could work alone. Cassandra waited quietly, hands in her lap, as Julie took several trips to fill the table with food.

		

		“Gorgeous. Let’s eat,” said Linda. The four of them talked about the inflation across America. They discussed the tragic demise of disco because of suburban parents hitting the club. Linda told stories about clients she met at the shoe store. Elaine mentioned trips she and Cassandra had taken. They were all tipsy on vodka and laughing when nobody could eat another bite. “That’s that. Let’s move this party to the backyard,” said Linda.

		

		They placed chairs around a brick fire pit in the corner of Linda’s yard. The sun was descending. Cassandra couldn’t believe how quickly time had passed at the table. Julie built a fire as everyone watched. Her smile never faded. Cassandra wanted to reach Julie’s level of peace and serenity. She wanted to feel comfortable outside in a dress, but there were still whispers of doubt in her mind. Linda even had a tall privacy fence.

		

		“You’re fine. Nobody can see us,” said Linda, patting Cassandra’s arm.

		

		Julie had the fire roaring a few minutes later. It pulled back after the initial burst of energy waned. Julie sat in the chair to Cassandra’s left. They formed a tight semicircle around the dancing flames. The sky fading into shades of orange, pink, and purple.

		

		Linda turned back to Cassandra. She leaned over to whisper, “there’s something I want to see.”

		

		“What?”

		

		“Have you ever sucked a cock?”

		

		Cassandra swallowed. She had a feeling Linda already knew that answer from Elaine’s chuckle in the background. Linda turned to quiet her. “Only once,” she said.

		

		“That’s terrible! You need to suck a lot more dick, Cass! You know Julie has a big one? And it’s uncut,” she said.

		

		“Oh, that’s nice,” Cassandra replied.

		

		“Don’t be afraid, baby boy. I have a feeling you’ll like how hers feels in your mouth. She keeps it trimmed and smelling like flowers,” said Linda. She nudged Cassandra, encouraging her to turn to Julie. When Cassandra looked, Julie was waving her dripping, uncut cock. It was rock hard. Veins moving through it like rivers on a map. “Isn’t it delicious?”

		

		Cassandra couldn’t deny its beauty. Her dick was nothing compared to Julie’s member. She could use two hands to stroke it. When Cassandra lifted her eyes, Julie winked. She had been staring like a thirsty slut. Without missing another beat, Cassandra dropped to her knees and crawled closer to Julie. Julie spread her legs. Cassandra filled the gap.

		

		“Fuck yeah, slut. Take her dick in your sissy mouth,” said Elaine. Her center was throbbing as she watched Julie’s delicious extension bounce through the flames. She resisted the urge to touch herself as Cassandra lifted her hand, fitting it around Julie’s manicured base. Linda turned to meet Elaine’s eyes, smiling as Cassandra parted her lips and took Julie’s cock.

		

		Cassandra felt her mouth stretch as Julie’s extension pushed the back of her throat. She thought she had taken all of it but could still wrap her hand around half of Julie’s shaft. She would gag if she took another millimeter of Julie’s deliciousness. Cassandra gripped Julie’s thighs as she attempted to stabilize herself.

		

		Julie groaned. She held Cassandra’s cheeks, moving her head for her pleasure. Cassandra breathed through her nose but was choking after less than a minute of intense face fucking.

		

		“Shit, are you okay?” asked Elaine. She was squeezing her thighs together, desperate to feel Julie’s dick in her pussy. No wonder Linda had married him. That dick was better than any toy a store sold.

		

		Cassandra had been in a different world while Julie fucked her face. When she came back to reality, the first thing that hit her was the warmth in her panties. The stickiness. She had soiled her thong. Julie was still rock hard and ready for more, having done nothing more than leak precum. Elaine’s voice filtered through after a few moments. Cassandra nodded to answer her question.

		

		“I think your boy came,” said Elaine. “Did you soil yourself, sissy boy?”

		

		Cassandra bit her lip and nodded. She was a slut and hungry for more. She didn’t care if it was pussy or dick, she needed something against her lips. Why hadn’t anyone else cum? Could she not hold it together?

		

		“How marvelous. You fucked the cum out of her, Julie. Think you can keep going?” she asked.

		

		Julie nodded, eying Elaine from across the fire. It had dimmed, and the sky had darkened, but they could see each other. The lust was undeniable.

		

		“Excellent. Julie, you take Elaine. I know she’s dying to have you to herself. Cassandra, you’re coming with me,” Linda said and pulled Cassandra to her feet.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER THIRTEEN

		

		“You like eating pussy as much as sucking dick?” asked Linda. They were in her bedroom, which was decorated with modern, minimalist decor. She had a huge bed. She opened her chest of drawers and pulled out a black sheet, spreading it over her comforter. “You can never be too careful,” she said, winking.

		

		“Yes, Madam,” she said, repeating Julie’s words in her sissy tone. Cassandra hadn’t changed from her soiled thong, and her dick hardened anew. Dry cum cracked as her extension grew from the sight of Linda’s slender body. She had pulled her dress over her shoulders, letting it fall. To Cassandra’s surprise, Linda wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her trimmed bush glistened from her wet pussy. Cassandra pushed down on her dick, hungry to use it, but she had a feeling Linda was much more dominant than Elaine.

		

		Linda lifted her hands, running them through her hair. She bent her finger to make Cassandra move her way. Cassandra got to her knees and crawled across the room to Linda. Linda lifted her leg to the chaise lounge at the end of her bed. Cassandra stopped beneath Linda’s gorgeous split. Linda grabbed the back of Cassandra’s head, pulling her into her sex. Her womanhood. Cassandra flattened her tongue against Linda’s beauty, taking pleasure in the sounds of her moans.

		

		“Fuck, that tongue feels good,” said Linda, pushing against Cassandra’s skull with more pressure.

		

		Cassandra moaned as she felt her dick leak precum, the wet mixing with the dry. She felt like the dirty slut she was, soiled and used, just as she enjoyed. Cassandra battled with herself, but moments like this were euphoria. A dominant woman taking pleasure in her submissive ways.

		

		Linda pushed Cassandra away, sending shock waves through her system. “Did I do something wrong, Madam?” Cassandra tried to grab at Linda’s legs, but Linda refused her touch.

		

		“You have no control, sissy. I’m here to teach you a lesson.”

		

		“What lesson?” asked Cassandra.

		

		“Get to the bed! On all fours now!”

		

		Cassandra scrambled to obey Linda’s order. She snorted at Cassandra’s speed. “Did I do something wrong?”

		

		“You keep touching yourself! It’s no wonder you came in two seconds from Julie’s dick fucking your throat. You liked that, didn’t you, sissy? I bet you wished I had a cock to suck,” she said.

		

		Cassandra shook her head. “I love your pussy. I won’t touch myself again, I promise,” she said. “You’re right. I didn’t even realize I was doing it!”

		

		“You were doing it when Julie fucked your face. Elaine is too lenient, I see.”

		

		“What will you do?”

		

		Linda returned to her chest of drawers, pulling out something that looked like the end of a mop, but Cassandra had a feeling the equipment in Linda’s hand wasn’t used for cleaning.

		

		“You know what this is, baby boy?” asked Linda. She ran the tresses of fabric through her fingers, gazing with lustful eyes. Cassandra shook her head as she looked at Linda over her shoulder. Linda’s naked body was slender, firm, and seductive. She had curves, but they suited her body. The thick hips that accentuated her skirts so well. Plump breasts that were large and perky without a bra. “It’s called a ‘flogger’. I’m guessing Elaine has never given you a spanking?”

		

		“No, Madam,” she said. Cassandra was dying to touch her dick but kept her hands directly below her shoulders. She gasped when Linda’s hand touched her thigh. She moaned as Linda lifted her dress.

		

		“You leak like a broken hose,” said Linda. “Elaine has much to learn. I often make Julie stop before she cums, and if I catch her jacking off… you know what happens?”

		

		Cassandra shook her head, but she had a feeling it had something to do with the flogger in Linda’s hand. Her arm hairs stood at attention when Linda rubbed the flogger against her exposed ass. Linda pulled down Cassandra’s thong, revealed her shaved sissy hole spread by her position. Her sissy dick covered with cum in various stages of dryness.

		

		Linda slammed her palm against Cassandra’s ass cheek, the sound echoing through the room. Cassandra bit her lip, but the pain had morphed to pleasure in an instant. The two were closer together than the positive and negative sides of a magnet. She whimpered when Linda used the flogger for the first time. Each braid of fabric left unique sensation. All of them together were a symphony.

		

		“You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you?”

		

		“The worst, Madam,” sputtered Cassandra.

		

		“Yes, you’ve been a naughty sissy slut,” she said. “A little whore desperate to please herself. It’s a wonder Elaine has put up with you this long. Her pleasure is the most important, or did you forget?”

		

		Cassandra knew Linda’s words contained hints of the truth. Cassandra thought she was too submissive at times, but the truth was she often felt disobedient. Stubborn. Always sullen from her lack of dominance. She thought she deserved to get her dick wet with pussy juices, but she was lucky to even have a woman in her life who understood her sissy tendencies. She could be alone like she was a year ago.

		

		“Head down, sissy slut!”

		

		Cassandra bent her head, taking the smacks of the flogger. She clenched the sheet beneath her and did everything she could to hold the load spinning within her balls.

		

		***

		

		Elaine watched as Linda disappeared with Cassandra. Julie stood behind her, but Elaine was in a different world. She loved her dominance and the role she played in her relationship, but sometimes everything was overwhelming. She loved having a boyfriend who was more like a girlfriend, but moments like this made her wonder what she was doing with her life. Who she had become. Where she was going.

		

		Julie rested a hand on Elaine’s shoulder, “It’s okay. Linda told me they’ll join us before the night ends,” she said.

		

		Elaine nodded, letting Julie lead her to a spare bedroom. Linda and Elaine had discussed what she should do to Julie. What Julie liked and disliked. Her limits. When they stepped into the spare room, a rope and paddle were waiting on the bed. Elaine wondered what Linda would do to Cassandra. Elaine had never spanked her before, and now she had to perform the task on Julie. Elaine took a deep breath, finding her center. It was as though a fire had lit within her pelvic region.

		

		“Take off your dress, sissy,” she said. Julie smirked, pushing fabric off her shoulder. When a few seconds passed and her dress hadn’t moved another centimeter, Elaine repeated herself. “Dress off. Now!”

		

		Julie shifted her body like a caterpillar climbing a branch as she slid the dress and her undergarments down her curvy body. She stood with her legs apart, her thick extension hanging between the part. Her ass round, smooth, and free of cellulite. “What do you think, Madam Elaine?”

		

		“That you should bend over and shut you mouth,” she said.

		

		“Ooh, you’re a natural,” she purred as she bent her body over the bed. Elaine grabbed the wooden paddle, shifting it in her hand.

		

		“You like when Linda spanks your sissy ass?”

		

		“I’ll like you spanking me more,” she said. Her voice was like a fireplace in winter. Her sensuality seductive. She desired the pain as much as people wanted sweets on a diet.

		

		“You’re one dirty whore, aren’t you?”

		

		“Only if you make me one.”

		

		Elaine stepped forward, placing her palm on Julie’s back. She pushed her forward and told her to shut her lips. Elaine’s center throbbed as she channeled her power. She had a sissy slut to please, and she had to prove to herself she was the dominant woman she often had to feign into existence. She and Cassandra were learning together, and Elaine hoped their experiences tonight would make them closer. Solidify who they had become.

		

		Raising the paddle, Elaine felt a surge or energy move through her. She brought the wood down against Julie’s ass, leaving a red mark where it landed. Julie sang at the pain. Her pleasure was like gasoline on a fire. Elaine took turns spanking each cheek. Every smack made Elaine a touch wetter. She used her left hand to reach into her pants and rub her clit as she spanked Julie until she was begging her to stop.

		

		“Fuck,” she said, rubbing her ass. “I forgot to tell you my safe word.”

		

		“Sorry, I didn’t realize how much I would enjoy it,” she said.

		

		Their eyes connected. Nothing but joy. Eyes could move so little but tell everything. No animosity existed between these two. No hard feelings over a moment of lost self-control. Julie enjoyed the spanking. The pain had faded. She turned over, perched on the edge of the bed. Her dick hanging far past her balls. Elaine resisted the urge to get on her knees and suck the manicured beauty.

		

		Elaine stepped forward, pushing Julie to her back. She crouched in front of Julie, stroking her hard womanhood. She parted her lips, taking it in her mouth. Salty precum warm on her tongue. The uncut skin around her head bunched as she pulled up and expanded as she moved her head down Julie’s shaft. Elaine bobbed on Julie’s dick for a couple minutes, savoring its taste. She was lost until Linda’s voice crept into her head. There’s a rope on the bed for a reason. Use it!

		

		Elaine released herself from the dick’s pull. She grabbed the rope and commanded Julie to lie like a star on the bed. “Time to tie you up, sissy boy,” she said.

		

		“Whatever you wish, Madam Elaine.”

		

		Elaine made quick work of tying Julie to the bedposts, careful to check the tightness of her knots. She didn’t want Julie running anywhere when she had a dick to use. Julie was rock hard, and Elaine was dripping, hungry to have her pussy stretched by Julie’s cock.

		

		“Your sissy dick is hard for my pussy, isn’t it?”

		

		Julie bit her bottom lip and nodded. “Yes, Madam.”

		

		“That’s right it is,” she said, sliding a condom onto her dick. She straddled Julie’s legs. Elaine positioned her hole, took a deep breath, and slid down Julie’s massive cock. The world disappeared as her body adjusted to Julie’s size. She held Julie’s sides as she lifted and sank her hips; in paradise until she heard a sound in the hallway.

		

		***

		

		Linda had put Cassandra on a leash to walk her from one bedroom to the next. Cassandra hadn’t been expecting to see Elaine taking Julie’s dick with such vigor and lust. It was a slap in the face since she almost never used Cassandra’s cock.

		

		Elaine had looked over her shoulder for a moment, but she was too lost touching herself and using Julie’s dick like a dildo. Linda yanked the rope so Cassandra looked up at her, “isn’t it gorgeous?”

		

		Cassandra didn’t know what to say. What to think. She wanted to be Julie and tied to the bed, not crawling around a house on a leash like an animal. “Aw, your jealous face is the cutest! Don’t worry, Cass. We’ll get your dick wet tonight,” she said.

		

		At those words, Cassandra felt lighter. If Linda wanted to give up her pussy, who was she to argue? Linda bent over and undid the rope. When Cassandra tried to stand, Linda told her to stay on all fours and follow her into the bedroom. Linda pointed to the corner, and Cassandra understood what she needed to do.

		

		Cassandra crawled to the corner and sat against the wall. Linda walked to the bed. Elaine was moaning and panting louder than Cassandra had ever heard. She wanted to touch herself but thought better of it after the spanking she had just received. She would only cum when Linda told her it was okay. Elaine used to act more seriously but wouldn’t complain if Cassandra ended up touching herself. Linda was much more forceful and frightened Cassandra in a way that brought both pause and delight.

		

		“Fuck, you two are hot,” said Linda. Elaine’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as Linda sucked her nipple. Her tongue hot against her areola. Linda’s fingers played with Elaine’s throbbing button. Julie’s dick deep within her. Elaine moaned as though she were about to fall apart. “You like Julie’s sissy dick?”

		

		Elaine made a squeaky sound of pleasure as she couldn’t speak between Julie inside her and Linda’s fingers dancing on her clit. Elaine was trying her best not to cum. She didn’t want the moment to end but knew she wouldn’t be able to hold on for long. Linda pressed her mouth against Elaine’s as she slid a finger into her dripping hole. It wasn’t much extra but every bit was a stretch against Julie’s cock. “Oh. Ooh. Uh,” moaned Elaine. She couldn’t see the ceiling from the floor as her world rocked like an earthquake.

		

		Squirt. Squirt.

		

		“Mm, cum for me,” said Linda. Elaine heard the words, but they didn’t register. A minute later, she demounted herself as Linda watched with fierce eyes. “You’re one sexy lady,” Linda said and pulled Elaine’s body against hers, thrusting her tongue into the woman’s mouth. Elaine closed her eyes, leaning into the kiss. Touching Linda’s naked body. They were naked. Julie still had on her bra. Cassandra was wearing everything but her panties. Linda leaned forward, “let’s tie up Cass now,” she said. “Help me undo Julie.”

		

		Elaine nodded. They worked on untying Julie. She was free a few minutes later. “Come over here, Cass. It’s your turn,” said Linda.

		

		Cassandra climbed on the bed as Julie slid off it. The two women tied Cassandra. Their breasts dangled in her face. She wanted a taste but couldn’t reach. Those gorgeous nipples were nothing but a tease. Cassandra’s dick stood at attention as they worked, making a tent under the dress she was still wearing. When the women finished tying her, Linda moved Cassandra’s dress to reveal her member.

		

		“You ready to get your cock wet, sissy boy?”

		

		“Yes, Madam. Please,” she said.

		

		Linda snapped her fingers, and Julie climbed onto the bed. Cassandra began to protest until Linda covered her mouth. “There’s nothing to complain about, baby boy. Julie loves taking dicks in her sissy hole, doesn’t she?”

		

		Julie moaned. She spat on her fingers and rubbed her hole. She was facing away from Cassandra. Her hair cascaded down her back, covering her bra. Cassandra silenced herself. She didn’t care if the hole was Julie’s as long as she was fucking something. It had been so long, and her dick throbbed at the thought.

		

		“She’s ready, Julie.”

		

		Julie nodded and lifted her hips. She placed her sissy hole on Cassandra’s dick, sliding down her uncovered shaft. Cassandra growled as the warmth surrounded her cock. “Fuck,” she said. She could have cum in seconds, but Linda wagged her finger. She climbed on the bed and straddled Cassandra’s face. It served as a distraction from the overwhelming pleasure.

		

		“Kiss me,” Linda said to Elaine. Elaine kneeled on the edge of the bed. She pressed her lips against Linda’s. Linda fingered Elaine’s loosened hole.

		

		Four bodies, connected.

		

		Cassandra couldn’t breathe with Linda’s pussy against her mouth, but it was the most delicious meal she had ever had. Julie’s tight sissy hole used Cassandra’s dick with the same vigor as Elaine had used hers. Cassandra couldn’t hold her cum another second. She had lasted minutes longer than she thought she would. Cassandra moaned into Linda’s pussy and thrashed her body, letting them know what was happening.

		

		“Fuck yeah, cum in my sissy hole,” Julie said in her sluttiest, most feminine voice. Those words were all Cassandra needed to release her load. Linda held Cassandra’s face as she released load after load into Julie’s ass.

		

		Linda broke away from Elaine’s kiss. She glanced at Cassandra’s glistening dick when Julie lifted herself. “Prepare yourself,” Linda said to Julie. Julie nodded in understanding. “You aren’t finished yet, sissy boy. Julie and I still have to cum,” she said.

		

		Cassandra didn’t have time to reply before Linda was fucking her face, commanding her. Linda worked herself until she was squirting like Elaine had. Linda held Elaine’s feminine body as she did.

		

		Cassandra had expected the ladies to untie her when they slid off the bed, but they didn’t. Julie stepped forward. Her dick hung from her body, as threatening as a serpent yet as delicious looking as an ice cream cone in summer. “Show her what you’ve been holding, baby,” said Linda.

		

		At her command, Julie stroked her dick vigorously until streams of cum left its tip, covering Cassandra’s dress in the largest load she had ever seen. When Julie’s dick slowed to leakage, she stepped forward and dipped her finger in the warm puddle of cum. She took some in her mouth before dipping her finger in the cum again and placing her finger in front of Cassandra’s lips.

		

		“Eat it,” said Elaine.

		

		Cassandra parted her lips, tasting Julie’s milk on her tongue.

		

		“Good girl,” said Linda. Linda took Elaine’s hand, and they went to shower together. Julie untied Cassandra, and they went to the other bathroom to clean up. The four lounged around the rest of the night at Linda’s, drinking and fooling around until they couldn’t keep their eyes open.

		

		

		

		CHAPTER FOURTEEN

		

		It was the height of summer a couple months later. Elaine’s office felt like a swap, even with the pathetic air conditioners Dominic had installed. Business was still thriving through the inflation gripping the nation. There weren’t as many businesspeople looking to open new locations, but it seemed people were buying chocolates to make it through the depressing times.

		

		Elaine and William had visited Elaine’s house a few times since their weekend together. Elaine was often lost in daydreams thinking about Julie’s dick or how fun it was to push Cassandra’s buttons with Linda by her side. Elaine was reviewing the company’s mock catalog when her phone rang.

		

		“Hey girl, what are you doing after work?” asked Linda. Elaine loved her random phone calls.

		

		“Just headed home for dinner.”

		

		“Come to the store. There’s someone you have to meet,” she said.

		

		“Who?” asked Elaine.

		

		“You’ll find out soon enough,” she said. Elaine heard the bell of Linda’s shop when the line went dead. Elaine sighed and continued editing the catalog.

		

		Later in the day, Elaine was driving across the city. She no longer desired cigarettes as she had even a couple months ago. The cravings lessened, and her mood improved with each passing day. Linda was helping a customer when Elaine entered.

		

		“Good afternoon,” Linda said in her professional voice. “I’ll be with you in a moment, but I’d better lock the door if I ever want to get home for dinner.” Linda’s laugh was lighter than cotton candy and as captivating as ocean waves. The woman Linda was helping paid for her shoes a couple minutes later as Elaine waited in the plush, velvety chair.

		

		Linda bent down to kiss Elaine’s cheek after she’d locked the door. “Right on time,” she said.

		

		“Are you driving?”

		

		“Yes. Let me finish here and we’ll leave,” she said. Elaine offered to help, but Linda refused. She counted money, wrote in her ledgers, locked cash and checks in a leather bag, vacuumed, dusted, and pulled the blinds close. Elaine admired how Linda moved with grace. They gossiped about their sissy boys and were out the door twenty minutes later.

		

		“Where are we going?”

		

		“There’s a woman I met at the store last month. She’s like us and gave me the most amazing gift last month. I had her make you one too after I was sure it worked,” she said. Elaine demanded more information, but Linda kept her lips tight. They arrived to their destination a few minutes later. “We’re here.”

		

		“About time,” Elaine said and opened her door.

		

		They were outside of an industrial garage. Scrap metal everywhere the eye could see. A woman with hair the color of dead maple leaves stepped outside. She wore boots and a t-shirt tucked into jeans. Her muscles had definition in a way many women didn’t. She radiated power; dominance.

		

		“Barbara!” Linda said, hugging the woman. “This is my friend I was telling you about, Elaine.”

		

		Elaine and Barbara shook hands. “Nice to meet you,” said Elaine.

		

		“Likewise.”

		

		“So, do you have her present ready?”

		

		“Yeah, come on inside ladies,” she said. Barbara walked with a heavy stride. Elaine almost felt as though she were in a horror movie, moments from her demise. Elaine took a deep breath to steady her racing heart. Linda turned back to her, taking her hand, letting her know there was nothing to fear.

		

		They stood around a shop table with more metal working equipment than Elaine had ever seen. Barbara used a key on her belt loop to open a drawer. She placed a banana-shaped casing of rings on the table. Elaine tilted her head to the side. “What is it?” she asked.

		

		“So your sissy doesn’t cum every five seconds,” she said.

		

		“It has worked wonders on Joel,” added Linda. “I didn’t want to tell you until I knew for sure, but this device has been a gift from the angels.”

		

		“Or from me,” Barbara said in a sassy tone.

		

		“I told Barbara how big William was so she could make this. There’s a lock and key. It’s the most amazing thing in the world.”

		

		“William does masturbate constantly. He’s always touching himself,” she said. “How does it work?”

		

		“It’s small enough that they can’t get fully hard with the device,” said Linda. “William won’t want to get fully hard, if he knows what’s good for him.”

		

		Barbara nodded to confirm her words, “Yeah, my sissy used to hate being locked up, but now he loves it. It has enhanced our relationship.”

		

		“What do you think?” asked Linda.

		

		Elaine picked up the metal rings melded together by one long bent piece. She loved it and couldn’t wait to lock up William’s sissy dick. “It’s perfect,” she said. “What can I pay you? I only have checks with me.”

		

		Barbara shook her head. “Don’t worry. It’s on the house. Linda told me you work for KC Gifts & Chocolate?” Elaine nodded. “Bring me some chocolate one day and we’ll be even.”

		

		Elaine smiled, “sounds like a plan.” They hugged goodbye, and Linda drove them back to her shop. Elaine promised Linda she would use Barbara’s gift when they were standing outside her car. “What do you call it?” she asked.

		

		Linda shrugged. “Barbara said she got inspiration from old chastity belts, but those weren’t nearly as sexy. We could call it the ‘sissy cage’.”

		

		“I love it! The sissy cage,” Elaine said, hearing the words on her tongue. “Can’t wait to lock William up in his sissy cage. See you later, Linda.”

		

		“Bye,” said Linda, waving as Elaine turned to walk to her car.

		

		***

		

		William was wearing boy clothes when Elaine arrived home. He was cooking macaroni and cheese with broccoli. Elaine loved him and wanted to spend the rest of her life with William. The sissy cage in her purse was like an engagement ring of sorts. William’s eyes met Elaine’s. They smiled at each other, but there was a sadness in William’s expression.

		

		“How was your day?” asked Elaine.

		

		“The auto shop was busy. Yours?”

		

		“Linda called me after work.”

		

		William poured the noodles and melted cheese from a pot to a baking pan. “What did she want?” William loved his life with Elaine, but he still faced an internal battle. Some days he loved his sissy life and others made him feel ‘less than’. He knew Elaine didn’t judge him, but what about the rest of the world? There were people would say the thong hugging his dick under his sweatpants made him ‘different’ somehow, and William hated feeling that way.

		

		“She gave me a gift.”

		

		“What gift?”

		

		Elaine opened her purse and pulled out the sissy cage. It was as though William knew what it was for with one look.

		

		“No,” he said. There was no way he was about to put that ‘sissy cage’ on his dick. “I’m not wearing that.”

		

		“It’s so you don’t cum unless I tell you,” she said.

		

		William threw the towel he was holding onto the counter. He tossed the dirty skillet into the sink with force. “I can’t, Elaine! What am I becoming?” he cried. “This is not okay. I hate feeling like this.”

		

		“But William, Cassandra is part of you. You’re a submissive creature. I’m a dominant one. We might not be the picture-perfect cutouts of family advertisers try to portray, but we’re us. Elaine and William. Cassandra and Elaine.”

		

		“Fuck Cassandra,” said William. He beat his fist on the counter and screamed. “I’m not wearing that thing! I don’t even know if we should stay together.”

		

		“I want you to wear the sissy cage, William.”

		

		William looked at the rings of metal bent into the shape of his dick. As he stared at its glistening frame, William knew he would wear the ‘sissy cage’. He knew he wouldn’t hate it after he grew accustomed to its pressure around his member. William thought of sleeping with other women, but every time he talked to one, he could only see Elaine’s face. He would think about how she completed him. How she accepted him for who he was, and he was a man who wanted his dick locked up and controlled by the woman he loved.

		

		Elaine took the sissy cage from the counter. She dropped to one knee, raising the device in the air like a boxed ring. “William, I want to spend the rest of my life with you. There are many things we haven’t tried. There are many places we haven’t gone. Explore the world with me, William. Be my sissy. Marry me,” Elaine said.

		

		William wiped a tear from his eye, unbuckled his pants, and dropped them to the floor. Elaine fit the sissy cage around his dick, locking it in place. “Is this a yes, William?”

		

		He nodded. “Yes, Elaine! Ten million trillion times yes!”

		

		Elaine stood, hugging her sissy. “I love you,” she said.

		

		“You’re the best woman in the world,” said William.
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